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| before prevented Eloiſe from minutely re- 


every tie, human and divine, no method of 
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CHAP L 
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Acrration and continued fear, had 


flecting on her ſituation, which now ruſhed = 
on her mind in all its accumulated horrors. 


There were times, ſhe thought, when, if 
ſeparated from all ſhe held dear; in ſhort, 


| VOL, IV, 4” B ; | 1 converſe 


2 | ELOISE DE MONTBLANC 


converſe TORRE them, mourning her ſcpara- 

tion from them, a prifoner in her mother 
- country, ſhe ſhould have ſunk under ſuch 
complicated miſeries; bur each misfortune, 
inſtead of undermining her reſolution, added 
to it, and God, who tempers the wind to 
the ſhorn lamb, 1 ſupported her through all 
her woes. 


® Oh Father of heaven and earth,” ſigh- 
ed Eloiſe, © rather cloſe theſe wretched eyes 
for ever, than, in confinement I ſhould lan- 
guiſh out my exiſtence :—thou great firſt 
cauſe! tis thou alone can relieve me,—to 
| thee alone I ſue for mercy. 


"06 Wide as thy will, extends thy boundleſs grace, 
Not loſt in time, not circumſerib'd by place. 


She remembered her beloved mother had 
endeavoured to inſtill into her mind an idea 
that happineſs was equally divided to every 
one; but, alas, from dear purchaſed experi- 
ence, ſhe found it a fallacious one: was there, 
. r 
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ſhe thought, ſo miſcrable a being as herſelf; 
long exerciſed in woes, ſeparated by death, 
from all kindred, and by love and tyranny, 
from thoſe next in her affection ;—loving to 
diſtraction, and but to deſpair, lingering in 
conſinement, wither could ſhe turn her eyes 
to miſery ſo accute as her own; ſurely, ſne 
thought, the ſupreme power heaped it on her 
to avert it from another. 


She examined her chamber,—it was 4 
ſmall ſquare place, the boards were in many 
places eaten away, in the corner was a mat- 
traſs of ſtraw, with a blanket and an old quilt 
over it, the walls had originally been of plaiſ- 
ter, but from time, were worn away, and with 

damp, turned to all the colours of the rain- 
boy, the ceiling, in many places, was drop- 
ping to pieces, and expoſed the ſlender and 
broken rafters to view; there was only one 
window, which was ſecured with thick iron 
bars; ſhe went to it, and with ſome difficul- 


ty opened it,—it was now nearly dark, and 


by the uncertain light of the decreaſing moon, 
„ oa © 
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ſhe could perceive it looked into one of the 
paved courts, bounded by the towering wall, 


through which ſhe paſſed. 


Her eyes were filled with tears, when ſhe 


recollected that the ſame moon now threw 


her livid rays on the dear Caſtle, as lighted 
her lonely and deſolate chamber, perhaps, 
too, Auguſtus was like her, looking at it; 
perhaps he was muſing on Eloiſe, and utter- 


ing ſome foft ſoliloquy to the ſilver goddeſs. 


The dear inhabitants of Beſborough, now 


| role to her imagination; the ſaw Lady Caſtle 
Fern in the roſe-wood diawing-room, with 
Mr. Edmunds, in deep conſultation, the tear 


of regret for her departure, rolling down her 


cheek :—ſhe beheld Auguſtus in his ſtudy, 


pacing up and down, now ſtopping an inſtant 


to conſider, then ſigh out the name of his 


faithful Eloiſe, or accuſing her of cruelty for 


not writing. 


Theſe were ſcenes that her imagination 


7 conjured up, and, for a moment made real, 


til 5 
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till looking round, ſhe ſaw the naked walls, 
the wretched mactra's, and the broken chair, 

and keen recollection whiſpered her, it was 
not the rofe wood drawing-room, or the well 

| known ſtudy, but a ſmall chamber in her 

priſon, —many,—many miles from ſea-girt 

England. „„ 


She now ſhut the lattice, its echo made her 
' tremble with dread, and her fears in ſuch a 


lonely place, almoſt ſuſpended her faculties 


After ſometime thinking on her miſerable 


fituation, ſhe threw herſelf on the bed, where 


anguiſh of mind for ſome hours prevented 
her ſleeping ; ſhe heard the clock in the great 
gallery ſullenly ſtrike midnight, her reſpon- 
five ſighs re-echoed, when ſhe thought of 
the often told time piece in the centre of the 
Caſtle; ſhe wept with agony :—alas! ſhe 
had now no dear protectreſs, no fond lover 
to offer conſolation, ſhe looked up to heaven 


in  ſprechlets agony, thought on her dear de- | 


MI „„ ccaſed 
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_ ceaſed mother, and then fell into a diſturbed 
Humber. 


The next morning, at ſun-riſe, ſhe heard 
her door unlocked, but as no one entered, 
ſhe concluded it was her jailor coine to let 
Her out; ſhe aroſe, and determined to look 
at the Abbaye, undaunted by any further 
puniſhment which could be inflicted on her 
for her temerity; ſhe deſcended the ſtairs 
| which her conductor had led her up the pre- 

ceding evening, at the bottom of them ſhe diſ- 


covered a narrow winding paſſage, ſhe open- 


ed a door, it led through a kind of yard to a 
wide open place; her bloed chilled when ſhe 
ſaw a number of deep holes dug like graves, 


and the firſt idea that e itſelf, was, 


that it was a burying ground for the priſon- 


ers, and which the bones ſhe had ſtumbled 


over the preceding evening, confirmed; ſne 
walked round it, and thought, poflibly, be- 
fore that day week, ſhe might have a place 


- "im one of theſe holes, it would certainly ". A 


her woes, m the 1 * of — roſe be- 
| tween. 
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tween her and the grave, and rived her bo- 


ſon with agonizing reflections; ſhe was re. 


volving in her mind what ſhe might ſuffcr 
before her bones were left to decay in the 
mouldering tomb, when a ſquare ſtone in 
the middle of the wall, attracted her notice, 
for on it were written theſe words. 


« This Monaſtery, of the order of La Trappe. 
h founded in 1640. 


Eloiſe's fears were immediately diſſipated 
in regard to the burying ground, when ſhe 
read this inſcription, for ſhe knew the Abbeys 
of the order of La Trappe, were only for 
men whoſe wickedneſs in their early life, led 
them to hope for forgivenels in a life of rigid 
forbearance, and who, every day, dug a part 
of their grave to put them in mind of mor- 
tality, and who ſeldom ſpoke to each other, 
but to ſay,.— Friend, remember death.” — 


They ſlept in cells, at a diſtance from each 
5 ather, and only on beds of ſtraw. 
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| Theſe miſerable men had been driven by 
tyranny and ſlavery from their quiet retreat, 
and were now wretched wanderers in foreign 


climes, where, from a courſe of years ſe- 
queſtered from the world, the cuſtoms and 
the pleaſures: of it, had been effaced from their 


minds. 


| Eloiſe turned away with horror from this 
ſcene, and returned to the monaſtery ; ſhe 


was endeavouring to find her way to the 
room where the priſoners were the night be- 


fore, when ſhe obſerved a door a-jar, and on 


opening it, ſhe beheld a woman who was 

praying to a crucifix ; ſhe ſeemed in the laſt 

| ſtage of life, though apparently not more than 
thirty years of age; Eloiſe ſtopped till her 

devotion was over, the lady then turned her 
face, and ſaw Eloiſe, who endeavoured to re: 

tire; but ſhe begged her to ſtay : our heroine 
apologized for her intruſion, but ſaid ſhe was 
led into her chamber by ſeeing the 2 


5 the appeared ir in. 


= „ Miſery | 
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« Miſery indeed, '” exclaimed the lady, 


claſping her hands, miſery, worſe to bear 
| becauſe ſelf accumulated: you ſee before 
you,” ſaid ſhe, ſtaring wildly at Eloiſe, © one 
of the moſt abandoned of women, one who 
has been falſe to her vows, has driven a huſ- 


band to deſpair, and by her wickedneſs has 


murdered an innocent girl —but l ſee you al- 


ready deteſt me for my crimes.” 


Indeed Eloiſe's horror, which was heiglit- 


ened by ſuppoſing her deranged, was extreme, 


ſhe, however, endeavoured to aſſure her, ſhe 


pitied her more than ſhe deſpiſed her; but the 


words dyed on her lips. 
«© Go,” ſaid the lady, calmly, ** the ſcanty 


pittance of bread allowed YOu, will be ** 
if you ſtay longer.” 


Eloiſe, really terrifyed, was glad to get 


away, and after aſking permiſſion to. viſit her 


again, ſhe left the chamber, and, by her di- 
rection, found her way to the chapel, where 


: whe lame Þgures as were there the night be- 


* pe fore, 
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fore, were now ſeated round ſome bread, and 
a little treacle, with ſome coffee. 


The ſame gentleman, who, on the pre- 
ceding evening, had been ſo attentive to her, 


offered her a ſeat next him, and which he 


ſaid he had reſerved for her; ſhe accepted it, 


and endeavoured to eat a little breakfaſt, 


to ſhew herlelf grateful for his attention. 


She obſerved, that though his behaviour 


was all that was reſpectful, yet he ſeemed to 
eye her with a doubr and ſuſpicion, which 


rendered her very uneaſy, and ſhe determin- 
cd, the firſt opportunity, to elucidate her 
character, and let him know how ſhe came 
nin that critical fituation, without any at- 


i tendant. 


Soon after breakfaſt, they all retired from 


table, and then Eloiſe, in as ſuſcinct a man- 
ner as poſſible, communicated as much of 


her hiſtory as was s neceſſary to clear the 
7 doubts 


— Ä— A da 9 2 
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doubts and ſuſpicions that ſhe thought might 
be entertained of her virtue. 


* Such confidence on your part, ma'am,” 
replied Capt. Fielding, as toon as Eloiſe had 
finiſhed, call on my part for the ſame.—— 1 
came to Vallanciennes with the Coldſtream 
regiment, and ſerved under the Duke of 
' York a whole campaign, my father, who is a 
general in the ſame regiment, was likewiſe 
at the ſiege ;—one night, before we took Val- 
lanciennes, fome of my brother officers were 
to be ſent to the enemy's quarters on a ſer- 
vice of danger ;—prompted by youthful ar- 
dour, I begged to be one of them: before 
we ſet off, my father, knowing how raſh 1 
was, in affairs of glory, entreated me not to 
exceed my commiſſion but, alas! I heeded 

him not, and 1 was taken priſoner by the 
_ enemy, while my companions eſcaped only 
to tell the news to my diſtracted parent,— 
For ſome time I was cloſely confined, with- 

out clothes, or ſcarcely food, in hourly ex- 


OO pectaticn ol the guillotine finiſhing my ex- 
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iſtence ; the wretches have, within this month, 
_ mitigated their rigour, and brought me to 
this Abbaye, where, how long I ſhall linger 

in confinement I know not. —Alas; my 
proſpects are blaſted for ever ; ſoon, I was to 
have been preferred to a majority; but now 
promotion is far from me, while ſtriplings 
are put over my head. My thirſt of glory 
never, never can be ſatiated, for ſoon I ſhall 

die an ignominious death, by the guillotine.” 


_ Here he began to ſtamp with his feet, ex- 
ecrating the French, and ſhewing the great- 
eſt marks of frenzy. 


b Eloiſe had no conſolation to offer him, and 
remained ſilent, while he, after ſome time, 
burſt into tears, and ruſhed out of the room. 


Eloiſe could only pity this unfortunate 
young man, whole proſpects, by his own 
 raſhnels, ſeemed to be nd while yet in 
= their carkeſt Ons. 5 


The 
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The next time ſhe ſaw him, he apologized 
for his extraordinary behaviour, which, he 
ſaid was on the recollection of what he had 
loſt, and was hourly loſing. 


CHAP, 
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CHAP. 1k 


| Ar dinner, they all again met to eat their 


meal, which was beans dreſſed with oil, 


| bread almoſt black, and what meat and but- 
ter they could purchaſe, which was exorbi- 


tantly dear. 


Eloiſe was pleaſed to ſee the lady whom 


ſhe had viſited in the morning, appear better, ; 
the ſeated herſelf next her, and endeayoured 
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to divert the melancholy, which, almoſt as 
much as diſeaſe, ſeemed to prey on her con- 
ſtitution; but, alas! that was not to he done, 
the was filent and dejected, and ſeerned to 


ſuffer all the horrors ſhe had! in the morning 
deſcribed. 


At night, Eloiſe was, as uſual, locked in 
her chamber, where ſhe ſat liſtening to the 


| fereech-owl, that built its neſt in the mant- 


hog ivy round the monaſtery, or the noiſe of 
the centinels, pronouncing the watch- word 
for the evening. Nothing was to be ſeen 
but inanimate nature, ſave the flitting bat, 
who, with its melancholy flight, ſeemed wil- 


5 ng to enter through the iron bars of the 


window of her chamber. 

FS Every day he viſited the lady, who ſeem- 
ed hourly to get worſe; but ſhe appeared 
more tranquil, her wildneſs was changed to 
' melancholy, tempered with reſignation. — 


Aer 5 


Hoiſe wiſhed much to know her hiſtory, — 
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delicacy overcame curioſity, and ſhe was fi 
lent on the ſubject. 


Thus paſſed the firſt week of Eloiſe? S con- 


finement, with the ſame miſery, the ſame 


kind of food, and ſeeing the ſame faces each 
day, except thoſe of the centinels that guard- 
ed them, who were changed every two hours, 


and who had ſerocious, or not ferocious 


countenances, as they poſſeſſed the milk of 


human kindneſs or otherwiſe. 


One morning, when ſhe went to the cham- 


ber of the ſick lady, ſhe was ſhocked to find 
her, as the thought, in the laſt agonies of 
death, ſhe wiſhed to call ſome one to her 
but with a motion of her hand, ſhe beckoned 

do her to ſtay; Eloiſe obeyed, and took a ſeat 
by the ſide of her mattraſs. | 


Eloiſe endeavoured to wp. ſhe hoped not. 
1 1 The 


N 2 es. , _ * n 
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| +41 feel att my dear,” faid the, extend. | 
5 ing her hand, which was cold as ice, cc almoſt ” 
* the agonies of death. 333 a 
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The lady ſhook her head, —* why ſhould 
you hope not ? never! aever can I regain my 
happineſs ; I ought not, for my crimes for- 
bid it; but you, my ſweet young friend, may 
you enjoy the happineſs reſulting from a con- 
ſcience void of offence : ſoon, 1 hope, you 
will enjoy your liberty, and return to En- 
gland ; one requeſt I would aſk of you, it 
would ſooth my laſt moments, and = my 
tortured ſoul. | 


| Eloiſe, in a voice which her ſobs rendered 
ſcarcely audible, promiſed to do any thing 
which would procure her comfort. 
elt is, my dear, that when you return to 
England, you would get a packet conveyed 
to the man I once called my huſband; 
though, alas! I ſoon forfeited all claim to the 
title of his wife: beware of a marriage found- 
edon intereſt, it can but end in * 


Eloiſe knew how ane it was for ber 
ever to Marry, and continuing Went the dy 
went on. e 

0 « This : 
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This is the dying requeſt of the molt {| 
abandoned of women ;—ſhe then preſented 
her with a packet, which, as ſoon as her | 


eyes had glanced over it,—it fell from her 
trembling hand, for on it was written, Te 
Henry Seymour, Eq; Clinton, Derbyſhire.” 


Mrs. Seymour perceived Eloiſe's emotion, 


and aſked her if ſhe knew the perſon to whom 
the packet was addrefied. | 
Eloiſe ſtopt.— her voice faltered, —ſhe 


| feared to awaken her woes; ſhe repeated 
ber interrogatory, and in an agitation not to 
be deſcribed ; ſhe pronounced the well loved 


name of Caſtle Fern !—fhe had no ſooner 
done it, than ſhe found ſhe had committed 
the miſchief ſhe had anticipated, for Mrs. 
. Seymour fell back on the bed in a convulſed | 
b motion; after ſprinkling her face with water, ; 
| i the ſeemed: to revive. | ; 
| Eloiſe entreated 3 for her . ; 
1 cretion Mrs. een aſſured her of it. ? | 
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« You know my love then, my unfortunate | 


| hiſtory,” continued ſhe. 


« Y--es,” replied Eloiſe. 

« Ah! may you never let ambition get 
poſſc ſſion of you, it was my lirlt ſtep to ruin; 
but Ah! how I debaſed myſelf, —after prac- 


tiling every hypocriſy to gain Mr. Seymour, 


to leave him for his groom, —who no ſooner 


triumphed over my virtue, than the wide bar- | 
_ Tier, birth and fortune placed between us, 


was immediately overcome: alas! he no lon- 
ger treated me with reſpect, but as his equal, 


and ſome times like an inferior. A malig- 


nant fever, thank God, carried him and the 


victim of my guilty paſſion to an early grav e, 1 
4 few months ago, at Paris, where he was one Z 


of their infernal national convention; and you 


ſee in me e the fatal effects of a deviation from 


vir rue.” 


She now appeared quite exhaufted, Eloiſe 

gave her a little wine, it ſeemed to reſtore 
her ſcattered ſenſes, and ſhe was tolerably 
——_— Eloiſe 2. with her till the 


ft 
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laſt rays of a July frn tip'd the turrets wth | 

radience ; ſhe wiſhed to have paſſed the night | 

with her, but the man, whoſe heart was com. 

poſed of adamant, bade her follow him to her 

chamber, where ſhe ſoon heard him turn the 

key of her door, and with hoarſe reſounding 
* deſcend the broken ſtairs, 


Never aid our heroine long ſo much for 
morning ; in vain ſhe endeavoured to cloſe 
her eyes, for in each hollow wind that mur- 
mured 1n the battlements, her agitated 1ma- 
gination heard the dying groans of the ac- 

cuſing invalid; or in the circling breeze, as 
it crept along the trembling ivy, appeared to 

whiſper pardon for her crimes from heaven. 


10 the morning ſhe waited impatiently fs 
1 her liberty, at length the door was unlocked, 
and, with trembling feet ſhe purſued her way 
through the dark paſſages to the chamber of 


ſickneſs and miſery ; ſhe ſtopped when ſhe 


arrived at the door, for foreboding terror 
5 n her the mould ſee a fight that 
| $12, might 
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nnght ſhock her; but collecting her courage, 
which, with the ſcenes ſhe had lately wit- 
neſſed, was much impaired : ſhe ſoftly — 


ed the door. | 


Mrs Seymour was till alive, but the lines 


of death were more forcibly drawn over her 


countenance, though without any of the hor- 
rors of the preceding day. 


Eloiſe endeavoured to give her conſola- 
tion, and to inſpire her with hope, that her 
repentance, ſo unfeigned, would gain remil- 
ſion of her offences, and endeavoured to place 


her ideas beyond this world to the next. 


Again Mrs. Seymour reminded her of the 


packet, and Eloiſe promiſed to ſend it; but, 
alas, ſhe feared ſhe muſt never again fee dear 


England; yet, with this miſerable preſenti- 
ment, ſhe thought it cruel to diſturb the little 
compoſure ſhe had, with fo much difficulty 


inſpired her with, and therefore P: romiſed fa- 
cdredly to do it. 


1 
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Mrs. Seymour then gave her the few books 


he had, and which, in her confinement, ſne 


hoped would amuſe and divert melancholy : 


_ Eloiſe thanked her for them, and continued 
watching by her till the afternoon, when each 


minute ſhe got gradually worſe, till ſenſe fled, 
and recollection was huſhed in the murmur 
of death. Her pulſe throbbed, nature was 
exhauſted; and the next minute cloſed her 


wretched eyes in darkneſs for ever. 


| Uloiſe offered vp her prayers for the ſoul 


of the departed, and then darting a ſoft look 
of pity on the corpſe, ſhe, with the books and 


che packet, retired to her own little priſon. 


She threw herſelf e on a "chair to reflect on 
the miſerable end of a woman who had de- 
ſtroyed the peace of a family ſhe loved beſt 
on earth; — the death too of the innocent 
Mularia, and the unfortunate Sir Lewis. Her 

life ſhe deteſted, yet her death ſhe pitied.— 


| This led her into a train of different and | 
various ideas, which, as they related to only _ 


One 


e 


e ed eo OR 


r 


"7 
4 


Ie 


; 
. — BY — 
„„ 


e 


r 


ELOISE DE MONTBLANC. 23 


one fad cauſe, became too accute to dwell on, 


and ſhe endeavoured to ſhake them off by 
reading, which was à pleaſure ſhe had not 
had fince ſhe left England; the book ſhe took 
up was the tragedy of Jane Shore, her ſpirits 
had been fo harraſſed by the ſcene ſhe had 


Juſt witneſſed, that ſhe found it impoſſible to 


ſertle herſelf to reading, and kept running 
over the ſad pages in a curſory manner, till 
her attention was arreſted by ſeeing ſome 
lines which forcibly ſtruck her, as being + 
ande to Mrs. Seymour. 


If ſtrongly 3 ſhe leaves the thorny way, 
6 And i in the ſmoother paths of pleafure Kray; 5 | 
6 Ruin enſues, remor le, and endleſs ſhaine, 

10 And one falſe ſtep for ever damns her fame. 

« In vain with tears, his loſs the may deplore, 


40 In vain look back on what ſhe was befor e, 


« She ſcts like ſtars, which fall to riſe no more. 3 


Theſe lines were ſcarely legible, from the 


tears which had fallen on tlie bl: tered paper 
from the penitent. 


0 They 
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T hey did not quite pleaſe Eloiſe ; it ſaid 


that the unerring path of right was thorny, 
the life carved out for us certainly was not 


_ alway: eaſy, yet no deviation from virtue, in 
der eyes, could admit of a palliation, or be 
juſtified on any grounds whatſoever. Whoſe 
path had been more thorny than hers? yet 


ſhe had, (ſhe truſted,) performed her duty, the 
flowery path of pleaſure had been open to 


her, and open too, without deviating from 
virtue, for in marrying Sir Auguſtus, ſhe 
might have been happy and good; but that 
ſtep came in contact with her duty and gra- 
tude, which were fentiments ſo warm in her 
boſom that they triumphed over inclination 
and pleaſure ; and from this virtuous facri- 
fice, amid confinement, poverty, and ſepara- 
tion, ſhe derived conſolation which cheriſhed 
and ſupported her, and ſometimes lightened = 


her dreary path, with a ray of hope. 


Thus was Eloiſe's boſom torn with reflec- 1 
tions. The next night the body of Mrs. 
Seymour was reinoved and buried in the bu- 
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rying ground of the monaſtery ; Eloiſe en- 


treated to ſee her remains depoſited, and 
| ſtood till ſhe heard the hallowed earth rattle 


on the lid of the coffin; ſhe then joined the 
priſoners in the chapel, till the hoarſe, raven 
voice as uſual, repeated the command, © a 
vos chambre.“ 


She was now, more than ever, confined to 


her cabin, and ſcarcely ever left it, but for a 
walk in the paved court, or the cloiſters, or 

to attend the ſummons to their meals. This 
confinement was occaſioned by obſerving 


that Capt. Fielding paid her attention more 
particular than what ſhe thought conſiſtent 
with either pity or politeneſs; he no longer 


complained of his loſs of promotion, no lon- 


ger execrated his confinement; but ſeemed 


contented, nay, almoſt happy; while ſhe no 
longer indulged herſelf in talking with him; 

| bur vbſerved a diſtant reſerve, and though 
| the guinea the had ſaved, was ſpent within 
| the latt ſhilling, ſhe was reſolutely deter- 


mined not to lay herſelf under any obligation 


J to 
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to him by accepting his wine, « or other ſuper- 
fluities which the money he had preſerved 


from the general equalizers had purchaſed, 
and which was always offered her, and ſome- 


times almoſt forced on her; but her reſolu- 


tion was ſtrong, and ſhe exerted it to the 


She lived in hourly ein; on of his 
opening his heart to her; ſhe even wiſhed he 
would, ſince it would then prevent his nou- 


riſhing a hope which never could be realized, 


and a diſappointment the longer delayed, 
would more irritate his impetuous temper, 


She meant to be extremely explicit with 


him, for the friendſhip ſhe entercained for 
him, and the reverence ſhe had of his viitues, | 
| ſhe thought demanded it; for ſhe deſpiſed 


the idea of letting him remain in doubt of 


her heart being tree, when, to herſelf, its be- 
ing another's was a fatal certainty ; tor tho? ” 
her perſon had been in confinen ent, tnc ſ ul 

5 that animated that Prom, Was at b. boo. Zh, 


and : 


ELOISE DE MONTBLANC. 27 


; 
and the thoughts of that being who had 15 
often ſoothed to dear delight, her anxious 
mind, was ſucceeded but by the image of his 
mother; ** yet, alas, he knows not in what 
part of this vaſt univerſe I am,“ ſighed 
Eloiſe, “perhaps ſuppoſes me in Italy, in 


the calm precincts of a monaſtery, and ac- 
euſing me of ingratirude and forgetfulneſs; 
or, poſſibly, in ſome fit of deſperation and 


anger, may marry, while I linger out a 


_ wretched exiſtence in France, Is this the li- 


berty they boaſt of, is this the reſult of their 
equality, oh! pollution of a word, pollution : 
of a poſſeſſion thou wrecked France never 
muſt taſte.” _ . 


Eloiſe's woes foftened her mind, and dif- 
fuſed over it a poetic genius; ſhe drew from 


her pocket her tablet, on which, with her 
pencil ſhe wrote the following lines. 


Oh! liberty, thou choiceſt joy of life, 
5 Gallia has bartered thee for active ftrife ; 
« No longer doſt thou ſhine upon her land, 
« With beauteous- concord; guardian of thy hand. | 
9 e C2 5:06 , 
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bs. . Alas, no more the pes ſant views thee ſmile, 
| 46 Lull every care to reſt, each hour beguile ; 
Ml Concord no longer on thy bulwarks ſtand, 


The horn of plenty waving in her hand; 
« No longer does her hands in union join, | ] 
To guard thee (once) fair France, with care divine; 
To happier Albion has the wing'd her flight, 
« There fits refulgent as ecleſtial light; 
„While diſcord governs with deſpotic ſway, 
And breathes through Gallia famine and diſmay z 
68 Behold ch, horror ! that devoted ſhore, 


6 Though late lo fertile, now defac'd with gore. 


TFheir victim's ſufferings mount unto the ikies, 
And iraw down vengeance on theſe enemies. | 
« Auguſt, 1793 ELOISE DE MONTBLANC.” 


Eloiſe watered theſe lines with the tears of 
_ anguiſh, —again ſhe read them,—and again, 
ſhe wept ;— ſhe then carefully concealed 
them in her boſom, hoping that though ſhe. 
might never again fee Sir Auguſtus, that 
theſe lines and their date might by ſome 
; means fall into his hands, and there tell him 
|} of a fate fo wiſerable as hers, which the did =; 
17:88 not count be was now ignorant of. 5 
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While theſe mournful thoughts had tor- 


tured her boſom, ſhe had been walking in the 


Cloiſters, and ere ſhe had concealed her ta- 


blets on which were written the occurrences 


of each day, Capt. Fielding joined her; Eloiſe 
faw ſomething agitated him, and ſhe inquired 
the cauſe, for ſome minutes he was filent, — 
and then, in a tremulous voice, he told her 


his priſon, ſince he had the honour of know- 


ing her, had become a paradiſe ; he no langer 


_ regretted confinement, ſince ſhe was his com- 
| panion, and he could no longer live (though 
he meant not to have told her ſo until ſome 
| fortuitious circumſtance had releaſed them) 
without her; he painted his growing admira- 


tion for her in the moſt glowing tiats s of his 


* — 


E58 was * ſome minutes ſilent; — ſhe 


vas concerned to give a wound to the man 
who had looked on her as his preſent hap- 

pineſs, and future hopes; yet ſhe could no 
longer let him remain in igorance of the ſlate 

| of ber heart, and ſummoning reſolution, ſhe 


C3 aTured 
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aſſured him how grateful ſhe was for the opi- 
nion he entertained of her, but ſhe had no re · 
turn to make for his love. 


n e had trodden on a vi- 
per,. — he ſtared at Eloiſe, as if to read x he- 
ther ſne really meant what ſhe had juſt uttered, 


Fool!“ ſaid he, ſtriking his head, © not 

to have foreſeen that ſuch a woman as Eloiſe 
muſt be loved by ſome happier man than me, 
not to know that a heart ſo loft as hers, muſt 
have received ſome dear impreſſion: — tell 

me, moſt amiable of women, is it not ſo.“ 


Eloiſe entreated him to be calm, he pro- 
miſed he would, and ſhe then, with many 
bloſhes, in part confirmed what h had ad- 
vanced, for ſhe thought it cruel to let him 
nouriſh hopes, that by perſeverance and at- 
tention, he might gain a heart entirely de- 
= voted to another. | 


1 © And ſhall I NE SUR to gain che 1 


55 tions of a a woman lo juſtly another” s, ſince her 
1 f heart f 


would comfort, you would love herz- 
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heart is his?—no!—bur I muſt, I will fly 
the amiable the faſcinating Eloiſe :”- 
caſting a look of nnderack on her, he ruſh- 


and 


ed into the monaſtery. 


Eloiſe's tears flowed faſt as ſoon as he left 
her; —“ alas!” exclaimed ſhe, I ſeem like 
Pandora's box of evils, I give uncaſineſs to 
every one, without having it in my power 
alleviate it, —On ! Auguſtus! long love, and 


ever regretted Auguſtus! could you but ſce 


your Eloiſe, you would pity her; — you 
but 


ſeparated by waters immenſe, and land, we 


mult meet no more!” 


She ſtarted as ſhe heard herſelf pronounge 


theſe words; they ſcemed more than utually 


prophetic, and ſhe regaided them 2s a flat, 
which, till now, had never been to certainly 


given; and the would have been happy d 


have recalled them. 


« Ob! Dorrington, while thy bones are 
; mouldering i in the tomb, I, by thy kate, ne- 
es * 


ver, | 


thought her abſenting berſelf might appear 
extraordinary, and, therefore ſhe Joined the 
reſt of the priſoners. 
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ver, never can be happy, unfortunate parent, 


was there no kind fate to prevent you from 
entailing miſery on your child; no guardian 


power, to arreſt your uplifted arm ? miſera- 


dle Eloiſe !—oh, 3 we muſt meet 


no mor e. 


When the hour for their miſerable dinner 
came, Eloiſe, in a little pocket looking glaſs, 
ſaw her eyes were lo red with weeping, that 
ſhe was aſhamed to go down; but ſhe. 


After wa meal, which from agitation of 
the morning, ſhe found it almoſt impoſſible 
to ſwallow, ſhe left the table, and was re- 


tiring to her little chamber, where, going 
acroſs one of the ftone paſſ iges, ſhe WED ftop- 
8 ped by Capt. Fielding. | | 


He 3 her if ſhe had any let- 


ters o fend to England, as he ſould have an 


enn 8 
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opportunity of . them by a private 


hand. 


Eloiſe hardly believed what ſhe heard, and 
for a moment, a bright ray of joy illumined 
her care-worn countenance, till ſhe remem- 
bered that the letter ſhe ſhould write would 
rive with agony the boſom of Lady Calle 
Fern, and that of her ſon. | 


« When, Sir,” ſaid Eloiſe, * do you thiak 
you will have an opportunity of ſending.” _ 
To: night, to-morrow, when I can,” ſaid 


Capt. Fielding, wildly ſtaring; then recol- 


lecting himſelf, he ſaid, he believed he muſt 
have it that night. Penned by the fair : 
hand of Eloiſe, it muſt convey pleaſure, and 


dictated by ſuch a mind, it muſt contain ſenſe 


and goodaels. ” 


He ſeized her hand, which ſhe immediately 
vithdrew. 


9 I Sir, there could be 
neither extraordinary ſenſe or goodnefs ex- 


c " ET eplified : 
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emplified in a letter merely to acquaint my 

friends of my unfortunate confinement, and 
far from conveying pleaſure, I ſhould rather 
conceive It would convey pain.” Saying 
which, ſhe left him, and retired to her room, 
where ſhe ſat down and wrote to IP Caſtle 
Fern. 


© While you, my beloved friend and pro- 
c tectreſs, muit have been accuſing me of 
* baſe ingratitude and forgetfulneſs; inſtead 
« of the calm retreat I expected to meet in 
Italy, I have been lingering in a miſerable 
* prifon at Boulbourg, and have nothing 
no to fend but a journal of uninterrupted 
« wretchednefs ; yet, in all my miſery, none 
e has been fo accute, as the imputation I muſt 
=, lay under, and the doubt and diſtreſs I muſt. 
have cauſed two beings, beſt loved on earth, 
e beings whom theſe wretched eyes never will 
* again behold; my heart 1s torn with agony 
„when 1 recolle& this unwelcome truth, 
"M0 ard when 1 look at my miſerable cham- 
| | : cc ber, 


iny 
und 


her 
Ing 
m, 


tle 
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« ber, and think of dear Beſborough, my 
« heart ſeems ready to burſt with ſorrow and 


et deſpair. 


Could Auguſtus ſee this chered form, 


et he would no longer know it to be Eloiſc's, 


© alas, how Kforemt to what he firſt beheld 
ce jt at Languedoc, in nothing it remains the 


ic ſame, but in the ſame love for the fame 


te dear objects. 
Let I am not the only thing altered 


ein this ſublunary world, this beautiful 
* country, how altered now, ſince this unfor- 
ce tunate revolution; even in the keenneſs of 
e miſery: while I came from Dunk irk to 
„ Boulberg my eyes were open to the rude 
« hand of ruin and devaſtation, which his 
« ſwept this country of its happinels; the 


« beautiful fields untilled, agriculture is 
ce dead, and famine now ſtares in the face, 


Where once every luxury met the eye: 


te could you ſee the peaſants, who ſtill re- 


e main in their cottages, you would no lon- 
e ger know them to be the people debonaire 
5 once were; the oy long, and hap- 
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ce py dance are now ſucceeded by ſorrow and 
© mourning, following to the unhallowed | 
© tomb, ſome dear unfortunate who has ſuf- | 
© fered by the guillotine. _— 
«© The few luxuries that remain, are daily 
« (] hear,) ſending to the army, to encou- 
«rage them to fight. — —But I muſt 
e drop the ſubject.. 


Eloiſe concluded her letter with a flight 
mention of the unfortunate end uf Mrs. Sey- 
mour, and begging Lady Caſtle Fern on no 
account to riſk writing to her, for it, in the 
firſt place would never reach ber, in the next, 
awaken ſuſpicion. 


. This he was ſo bliſtered with her tears, i 
that ſhe feared it would be ſcarcely legible, 
but ſhe had not time to write it again, and | 
_ kiffing it, ſhe ſcaled it up, and uttered a ſhort } 
prayer for its ſafe arrival at Beſborough. | 


When ſhe went in ſearch of Capt. Field- |} 
ing, he told her he could not get the letter 
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ſent till the next morning. Eloiſe ventured 
to inquire in what manner he ſhould ſend it, 


but inſtead of anſwering her, he turned from 
| her; while ſhe, ſeeing the guard as uſual, re- 
tired to her room, and throwing herſelf on 
her bed, ſoon fell into a ſound ſleep. 


CHAP. 
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CHAP. III. 


HE next morning ſhe found herſelf a 


irtle more compoſed, and deſcended more 


cheerfully to her breakfaſt, which confiſted 
olf bread quite black, made of the chaff of 
_ oatmeal, beans, and ſomething which appear- 


ed like ſtraw; a little coffee and treacle was 


allowed them, but butter, which was fix livres 


8 Pound, few had the uur of. LS 
Her 


* 9 „ * 
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Her cheerfulneſs was ſhort beat for it va- 
niſhed on ſecing the melancholy countenance 
of Capt. Fielding; a faint ſmile brightened 


his fine features when he beheld Eloiſe; but 


he ſoon changed it for the frown of forrow : 
he inquired with ſuch ſolicitude after her 
health, as almoſt brought the tears into her 
eyes; his breakfaſt remained untouched, and 
ſhortly he left the chapel, and retired to his 


own chamber. 


Eloiſe was loſt in conjucture the whole 


day, in what way her letter ſhould reach En- 
gland, but ſhe could not form any idea, and 
ſhe was juſt going in ſearch; of Capt. Field- 

ing, when a gentle rap at the door ſtartled 

her, ſhe opened it, and there beheld the ob- 
ject of her thoughts ; the preſented him the 
letter. 


1125 Lady Caſtle Fern” ſaid Capt. Field- 


ing, caſting his dark, penetrating eyes On 
the countenance of Eloiſe, * a fon who was 
once at Eton,” pO 


"_ 
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Her bluſhes, which were ever the betray- 
ing emiſſary of her love, now * to vermil- 
lion, and ſhe anſwered yes. 


A fatal ray of truth ſeemed to flaſh acroſs 
his mind. Tis he who is my rival,—ſo 
amiable, ſo handſome ;—he was made for 
| Eloiſe. —May you long be happy, you have 

my moſt tervent wiſhes for it.” 


She ſhook her head, and her ſoit features, 
which, the inſtant before, became animated 
at the mention of Sir Auguſtus, now ſpoke 
the anguiſh the remembrance of him oc- 
caſioned. 


5 He now drew from his pocket a letter.— 
« Will you” ſaid he, n me not to 
open this letter till to-morrow.” 


The * * it was ſome 8 5 
of thoſe ſhe loved, fluſhed her face with joy, 


till ſhe faw the hand was unknown to her; | 
the probation was . and extraordinary, 
and 


guard locked her in for the night. 
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and ſhe ſtood ſome minutes pondering whe- 


ther ſhe ought to receive a letter from a gen 
tleman, but while ſhe was deliberating, Capt. 


Fielding had followed her into her chamber. 


Good God,” ſaid he, © is this your cham- 


ber, does this muerable mattraſs ſupport a 
form fo lovely as yours? oh! charming 


Eloiſe, why are you ſo perſecuted ? but you 
will, I hope, yet taſte many days of happineſs.” 


Eloiſe ſtill held the letter in her hand, 


when ſhe heard the echo of ker guard's foot- | 
| ſteps along the vaulted paſſage, and ſhe had 


only juſt time to ſecret it under her feet. 


| Capt. Fielding ſeized her hand and ſaluted 


it, ſhe modeſtly withdrew it, and he was juſt 

leaving her apartment when the guard ap- 

| proached, and in a ſurly voice, told him to 
get along about his buſineſs; and after uſing 


language too groſs and indecent to repeat, 
referring to his being in her chamber, the 


N The 
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The next morning at breakfaſt, Capt. 
Fielding did not appear, but as he had often 


abſented himſelf the guard took no notice of 


it; but the agitation he appeared in the pre- 
ceding evening, alarmed Eloiſe, and invo- 


luntarily her eyes were turned towards the 
door ;—he came not, and ihe retired to her 


cabin, extremely uneaſy, where, as ſoon as 
ſhe heard the clock folemaly ſtriking twelve, 
ſhe, wich impatience broke open the letter. 


The contents were merely to inform her 
that he was determined to cicape, even at the 


peril of being re taken, fince he found it 
dangerous to his repoſe to be near her; and 


that he was determined to cruſh his paſſion | 


while in its infancy, and to no longer indulge 
in the ſoft viſions of hope, which had once 
deluded him, but to reduce his love to eſ- 
teem and veneration. The reaſon of the pro- 
hibition to her not reading the letter was, that 


. (he might nor attempt to per ſuade, ; nor diſ- 


fuade him about his eſcape, and, in hopes that 
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the inquiry which would be made after him, 


might be before the time ſhe read the letter. 


1 * 


Noble, generous Fielding!“ exclaimed 
Eloiſe, © you deſerve to be happy ; how 


amiable do you appear in my eyes!“ She 


now offered up a ſhort prayer for his accom- 


plithing i in ſatety his purpoſe. 


She was abe from this ſoliloquy, by 


hearing a noiſe in the great court below, it 
ſeemed like the clamour of tongues. 


Eloiſe trembled, though ſhe knew not 


why, ſhe dared not ſtir from her room, let 

ſhe ſhould meet ſome of the wretches who 
were ſo boiſterous i in their anger. The noiſe 

came nearer, and the reſponſive echo along 


the galleries, magnified their voices into 
thoſe of 2 Stentor.— She trembled from head 


to foot, her agitation was extreme as the 
ſound approached ; but ſhe had preſence of 


mind enough to conceal the letter from Capt. 
” Fic ding, 


44 ELOISE DE MONTBLANC. 
Fielding, which ſtill laid open on the ground 
beſide her. After a few moments ſpent in the 


molt torturing ſuſpenſe, the door was rudely | 
opened by two men, their vilages were en- 
flamed with rage, and in a furious voice, they | 


demanded of her where Capt. Fielding was. 


| Surpriſe and terror, for ſome minutes took 


away the power of ſpeech, and the man, ir- 
ritated by her ſilence, which he thought a 

confirmation of her guilt, more harſhly re- 
Peated the queen. 


| Eloiſe anſwered ſhe did not know, and 


which, though it was the truth, was accom- 


panied with her ill-timed and innocent 


„ 


It was in vain ſhe proteſted ſhe knew 1 no- 


thing about his eſcape, reſiſtance on her part, | 
only produced abuſe on their's, who vowed, 4 £1 
if Capt. F ieldiag was not re-taken, that the 
guillotine ſhould be her reward, though they 

had no doubt but that he would be, ſince the 1 


| marechauſſes were in purſuit of him, 


ce Oh! BY 
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nd | * Oh! ſpare him from them,” ſoftly ut- 
he tered Eloiſc, © he may then be happy, while 
ly | 7 cannot he more miſerable than I now am. 
n- | 
ey | The men proceeded to abuſe her in the 
is. moſt groſs terms, and her conſcious inno- 

| cence felt too much injured by their foul epi- 
kk | thets, to attempt a vindication to men who 
r- | ſeemed created without a grain of feeling, 
a | only for dire and horrid purpoſes. Cloſe con- 
e- | finement, they told her, was beſt for people 


ſo wicked as her, and cloſe confinement you 
mall enjoy in its fulleſt extent, jeune marmiton, 


1d echoed one of them as * turned the key 1 in 
n- the door. 5 
at | Eloiſe was fo ſtupified by this laſt ſtroke, 
| that it was ſome minutes before her recol- 
lection returned, ſhe ſat with her eyes caſt wild. 

o- ly round the room, and her mind in a ſtate of 

t, | pally, which almoſt deprived it of thought; 

d, | bur, alas; reaſon too ſoon returned, and ſhe | 

he | | ſawall the horrors of her ſituation; rears gave 

ty | vent to her oppretinn boſom, and ſhe began 
"= 20 5% Ts _ cs 
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_ calmly to reflect on her calamity, which ſhe 
now ſaw ina leſs horrid light; cloſe confine- 


ment was ſcarcely worſe than what ſhe had be- 


fore experienced; for the murmur of com- 
plaint, the ſigh of miſery, and the groan of de- 
ſpair, was what a heart fo ſenſibly alive to the 
woes of her fellow-creatures as her's was, was 
half broken with hearing fiom the ſuffering 
priſoners, and fince Capt. Fielding had eſ- 
caped, ſhe found herſclf not more milerable 
then efore. © An habitual acquaintance with 


wilery, (lays Goldſmith) ſerves better than 


pi otophy, to teach us to deſpiſe it.” 


This was the caſe with Eloiſe, all know- 


ledge ſhe derived from books, all philoſo- 
phical productions ſhe had read, ſerved not 
to teach her to bear calamity without re- 


pining, but uſe, which is generally allowed 
to be ſecond nature, gave the. leſſons which | 
even the doctrines of Ariſtotle could not do. | 


The next morning, after a reſtleſs night, 
; Eloiſe _— ſhe found herſelf extremely * 


vavell ; 


a_— 


E 


: herſelt lo val that ſhe lay down; but in 
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unwell; her pulſe throbbed violently, and 


her hands were hot and parched; but ſhe. 
aroſe and opened her window, the air, which, 
before the ſun roſe, was cool and foft, feemed 
a little to revive her; after ſitting ſome time, 
the ſtillneſs of the ſcene was 1nterrupted by 


the noiſe of cannon, which ſeemed to make 


the Abbaye tremble; the ſhivered with fear, 
and turned fick, a few minutes recovered her, 
and ſhe returned to liſten, ſhe immediately 


recollected what her conductor had ſaid about 


Duakirk : her hands were claſped, and her 
lang uid eyes were caſt up to heaven in ſilent 


prayer, that the combined armies might 


take oy i. 


Her pious wiſhes were e by one 8 


of the guards coming in with her break faſt; 
ſhe wiſhed to aſk him whether her conjec- 


_ rures were true in regard to Dunkirk, but 


hass face bore teſtimony to the ſavage tenor of 
5 his ſoul, and the was lilent. 


Alter eating a little breakfaſt, ſhe ſound. 


vain | 
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vain ſhe courted ſleep, retroſpection, © un- 
bidden and unwelcome,” would ſteal on her 
mind, and waft her ſoul to Beſborough. 


The man who brought her ſcanty dinner, 


ſeemed leſs moroſe than the guard ſhe had 


ſeen 1n the morning, and though his face 
was dark, it ſeemed clouted more with ſor- 
row than anger. 


Nothing is ſo over-bearing as a Jack-in 


office, he generally fills his poſt with inſo- 


1-nce and pride; of this deſcription was this 


man, who, before he got into power, was a 
civil, urbane Frenchman, theſe qualities were 


no obſcured by the honour and truſt he 
ſuppoſed reſted in him, as being appointed 
by the municipalite; yet he was heartily 


| weary of attending where he got no pay but 
paper, and that, not regularly paid; yet he 


neicher owned this to himſelf or others, but 


___ praiſedthe national convention, as the ſupport a 


and glory of France. 


Eloiſe 


|. 
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Eloiſe had often thought ſhe ſaw a faint 
ray of pity in his countenance, when he 


came to lock her in, in the evening; but ſhe 


had never ſpoken to him, yet the ſuſpenſe 
between hope and fear ſhe ſuffered about 


Dunkirk, overcame her terror about ſpeak- 


ing to him, and ſhe, in a low voice, inquired 


what that noiſe of Cannon was ſhe had heard 
an the morning. | 


« My arnſclle,” ſaid the man, proudly 
ſtrutting, © us delegates from the national 


convention, have orders not to tell you pri- 


ſoners of any thing that happens without the 


walls, ce'ſt pourquoi I eſteem the truſt re- 
_ poſed 1 in me by thole ami patriotique, too 
| much to babilier.“ 


| Eloiſe was filent on the ſubject, and ſaid 


5 mildly, ſne hoped the had not offended him. 


9, 


© Pardi, non,” replied the man, and 
there looks no harm in you, © for us officers 
(furveying his hat, in which was the national 


cockade) muſt be ſtaunch ,—It's only the 
: vol. IV. N D ” Meſhieurs 
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Meſſieurs Anglais, have been giving vs a bit 
of a peppering at Dunkirk, — kept the town 
though, ——egrand fete demain, pour celebre 
notre victoire,—hait the Engliſh are killed. 


The man then left her room, deſiring her, 
on no account, to tell the other guards of 


what he had faid. 


The next day Floife found herſelf more 
indiſpoſed than ſhe was the preceding one, 
and after ſhe was dreſſed, ſhe was too ill to 
fit up, and threw herſelf on her bed, where, 
from languor and dejection, ſhe gained a lit- 
tle releaſe by ſleep; in the evening ſhe found 
herfelf better, though a flow fever appeared 
to prey on her Celicate frame; ſhe endea- 
voured to rally her ſpirits, and to raiſe in her , 
mind hopes that ſhe ſhould yet be happy; | 
but, alas! how ſhe could ever be ſo, ſhe. 
knew not, unlels forgetfulneſs was granted 
her, and memory was to fly from her for ever; 
for whether in thedrawing-room of pleaſure, 
or the loneſome priſon, the firſt, the only 
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image was Auguſtus ; ſhe was not ſuperſti- 


tious, but ſhe could not help thinking, that 
her mother's picture had guarded her with 


it's taliſmanic power, from ſo much miſery, 
and that ſince ſhe had loſt it, all happinels 
had fled for ever. It was a ſubje& on which 
her thoughts often turned, and the caſe, 
which ſhe : as often kiſſed, ſeemed to upbraid 


her. 


From one of thoſe reveries, ſhe was 
awakened in the evening by a loud ring at 


the gate, ſhe went to the window, it was one 
of thoſe nights when the moon gave a faint 


gloomy light from behind the black clouds 
that 5 0 the — 


| Sous * Eloiſe heard the door ſhut wit! 
4 noiſe that ſeemed to ſhake the whole edi- 
fice ; the ſoftly opened the caſement, but the 
gloom prevented her ſceing any thing diſtinct- 


ly, except the dark cheſnut trees, which form- N 
ed the avenue to the 3 
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At length ſhe thought ſhe heard the hoarſs 
croak of one of the guards, murmuring 
againſt ſome one; but ſhe could not diſtin- 
wh whether there were more voices, ſhe 
_ endeavoured to look out, but the iron bars 

prevented her ſecing immediately any object 
under the window; at length ſhe ſaw ſome 
figures, though ſhe could not diſcern whe- 
ther male or female, who ſlowly croffed the 
court, and were ſoon loſt i in the cloiſters. 


_ « Miſerable wretches,” ſaid ſhe, ſhutting the 
window, © but not ſo miſcrable, perhaps as 
Eloiſe.” 


She then threw herſelf on her bed, and en- 
joyed, ſome hours repoſe, which, though far 
removed from wranquillity, refreſhed and re- 
novated her. e 


In the morning ſhe was awakened by a vi- 
olent knocking, ſhe aroſe and went to the 


window; the knocking ſeemed to proceed 
from behind the wall which bounded the 
; W but ſhe could not lee any . but 
ſome 
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ſame ſtones which, with the violence they 
ſcemed to uſe, now and then vaulted above 
the heighth of the wall, and rung againſt the 
ground. 


The man who brought her breakfaſt, ap- 
proached her window and looked through it, 
Five coir her eyes on his cadaverous coun- 
tenance, to read what they were doing. 


« Voila un coup d'ceil for you, there's a 
guillotine erecting for ſome of you Engliſh ; 
there's one already a quarter of a mile off, 


but parbleu, one is not enough for the 1. 
we have * 


She wentbled with horror, 


The man then left her to her agreeable re- 
flections; however ſhe might wiſh for death 
to end her woes, ſhe could not ſee it as ſhe. 
thought ſo near, without terror and ſorrow ; P 
to die ſo ignominiauſly too, would accumu- 
late! its pangs; no friend, no creature to bear 
e 53 % 5 os 


| 
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her laſt ſighs to Auguſtus; theſe reflections 


crowded on her mind the whole day, and 


dreams dreſſed in horror tormented her by 
night. 


The next morning, when her jailor came 
to her, inftead of her breakfaſt, winch he 
brought at this time, he told ker ſhe might 
go to the chapel to the other priſoners. 


She received this intelligence with plea- 


ſyore, which ſhe could not conceal, and thank- 
ed the man with the ſame warmth, as if it 
| was he who gave her her liberty, inſtead ot 


the perſon whole agent he was. 


- Foun the ag! ration ſhe wid 3 in 7 


| ſome days pait, joined with the lurking fever, 


rendered her ſo weak, that when ſhe had 


gone through the paſſages, and had arrived 
at the great gallery, ſhe was unable to pro- 
cced, and ſat down on one of the diſmantled 
ſtairs, a few minutes recovered her, and ſhe 
5 deſcended to the vaulted d pa ige, and ſoon. 
reached 


Q — — — my _ 


. 
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reached the room; but ere ſhe gained the top 
of it, where ſhe ſaw a feat, the objects flittel 
before her dizzy fight, blackneſs ſcemed to 
be over every thing, and had not fome one 
caught her, ſhe would have fell to the floor. 


A few minutes ferved to recall her wander- 
ing ſpirits, vi1Ch the gentleman who caught 
her, feared were faſt retreating towards the 
*}aft citadel, the heart.” | 


She again opened her eyes, and beheld her- 
ſelf ſupported by a gentleman whom ſhe had 
never ſeen before, and whole ghaſtly figure 
almoſt terrified her; his once fine features 
ſeemed ſtrongly tinctured with the lines of 
death, his form was worn to a ſkeleton, his 
mouth was hollow, and he appeared to Eloiſe 

to be in the laſt ſtage of a decline; yet, not- 

withſtanding his eyes were ſunk, they till 
_ retained an irreſiſtible degree of ſoftneſs, that 
ſoon baniſhed fear, and intereſted you in his 

Se... , 


„ She 
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She thanked him with all her accuſtomed _ 


faſcination, inſomuch that the ſtranger burſt 
into tears and left the room. 


Eloiſe was juſt going to take a ſeat at the 


breakfaſt table, when ſhe thought the heard 
the voice of Miſs NMelvin;——'twas true, and 


in the next laſtant they were claſped in eacil 
_ other's arms; A momentary joy o'erſpread 
their languid faces at thus meeting, but it 
was ſoon changed to woe, in recollecting the 
place they met in. ; 


Mrs Melvin now IR. them, and ming- 


led tears wich the two gentle ſufferers. After 
breakfaſt they promiſed to retail to each 
other the circumſtances that had brought 


them to this lonel 7 confinement, and our he- 


roine ſat down to her meal comparatively 
Happy in meeting with a friend ſhe fo much 
loved; ſhe could not help though feeling in- 
| tereſted about the ſtranger who had fo kind- 
ly ſupported her, and bur eyes were each mi- 
nute turned towards the door, i in hopes. of . 


ing | 
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him entering, but he came not, and as ſoon as 


their meal was ended, ſhe retired with Mrs. 
and Miſs Melvin to their miſerable little 


apartment, which was the fame in which Mrs. 


Seymour breathed her laſt ſighs. 


| Eloiſe repeated her narrative to them, 


leaving out ſuch parts as related to Capt. 


Fielding's love for her, it drew tears from 


their gentle boſoms, and in their ſympathy 


ſh: found ſome relief to her woes. 


Mrs. Melvin had remained till the beginning 


of May at Montpelier, but finding herſelf quite 
roecovered, and as ſhe was ſeparated from every 
dear friend, ſhe left Languedoc, and purſued 


her way by the frontiers, and had travelledwith- 
out much difficulty, till ſhe came to Quimper 
in Bretagne, and from Breſt the meant to have 


gone by ſea to England; but ſhe was laid un- 
der arreſt, and confined ſome weeks at Quim- 
per, where the little money ſhe had ſhe ſoon 
; exhauſted in purchaſing a bed, for they were 
| allowed 1 none but of the coarſeſt * by re- 
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peated entreaties to the municipalite, ſhe got 
from the Convention a paſsport to Dunkirk, 
where ſhe hoped to get to England, but, alas, 
the ill ſucceſs of the combined armies againſt 
that place, fruſtrated all her hopes, and ſhe 
was, with other unfortunate people, convey- 
ed to Boulbourg, with ſcarcely any clothes, 
and without money. 


Eloiſe wept during the time Mrs. Melvin 
was giving her this melancholy account, and 


when ſhe was to deſcend to dinner, ſhe was 
aſhamed to expoſe her ſwollen eyes; but put- 


ting her cap over her face, ſhe entered the 
the lonely chapel, where ſhe ſaw the gentle- 


man, of whoſe deſertion at the miſerable. 


| breakfaſt ſhe had been ſo much concerned. 
A little wine was all that remained from the 


- purchaſe of her guinea, yet ſhe could not bear ä 
to ſee any one ſo reduced as he appeared, 
without offering him ſome; he politely re- 


fuſed, but ſhe ſtill perſiſted, and her ſoft per- 


ſuaſive voice, which forcibly reminded him 
ol one always heard with pleaſure, now long | 
3. mm 
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mourned, long loſt; ſhe preſſed his par- 
taking her wine in ſuch a perſuaſive voice, as 
conquered his delicate ſcruples, though he 
knew he cold not return the obligation, for 
though rich, he had no way of getting remit- 
tances from England, and was even poorer 
than herſelf. 


In the evening, while Miſs Melvin and 
Eloiſe were taking a melancholy walk in the 
cloiſters, a noiſe alarmed them, and they were 
going to their rooms, when, all breathleſs 
and pale, with his hair diſhevilled, his uni- 
form torn, and all over duſt and blood, be- 
fore them appeared Capt. Fielding. He took 
Eloiſe's hand, and then burſt into tears; ſne 
was extremely affected to ſee him fo agitared, 


and entreated him to be compoſed; and at 


= length he was ſufficientiy lo t to give her the 
following account. 


KK 4 left the Abbaye by means of getting 


F-: through ſome ſubterranecus paſſages, Which 
=. had before pens, and then climbed the 


D6: walls 
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walls, and walked the whole day without ob- 


ſervation, and arrived at Mons, a ſmall place 
near the Auſtrian dominions ; the night was 
beyond every thing dark, and fearing I might 
miſtake the way through a thick wood, I lay 
down on the ground and flept ſoundly: the 
next morning, I purſued my way as | 
thought in a right tract, for I meant to 
go to Ypres, where I believed my father 


to be, but at ſan-ſer, when I arrived at a little 


village, I heard, with forrow, I had been 


purſuing the oppoſite road-to that which 1 
ought to have taken, and that the diſtance 


Ypreſs was more than I could compals in 


aday. Towards the end of the fourth day, 
1 found myſelt ia fight of the Engliſh army; 
ch how my heart bounded with joy, how 
cid] view the glittering ſwords, and with for 
the moment I was to have mine reſtored, to 
fight for my ſovereign and my country; and 
ſoon after was accoſted by one of my coun- 


trymen, who told me my father was then 
ith the Duke of Tork; we walked together 


fore way, and th augnt t ourſelv ves in ſafety, 


hen 
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when two of the advanced corps of the re- 
publican army (by turning an angle) we 
found cloſe upon us. We, however, deter- 
mined not to lurrender ourlelves like cowards, 
without fighting, and wich an old cutteau de 
chaſſe I had picked up, I defended raylelf, 
till the ſuperior force of wy antagonitt, ſent 
me to the ground. 


My companion endeavoured to defend me 


from again becoming their priſoner; but all 


J could do, was to give him your letter, and 
entreat him to fend it, which the honeſt lad 
promiled he would do; he then found means 
by his ſwiftneſs, to eſcape, and they took me 
to a little village; they then alced me from 
whence I came, and, deteſting a falſnood, I 


ſaid from Boulbourg ; it was then agrecd be- 


tween them, that I mult be the man whom | 


the marachauſic were in ſearch of, and my 


perſon aniwering the deſcription, was con- 

eyed back to Boulboure, where, I dare tay, 

on 1 thall end my Wrerche d exiſtence. 
The 
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The grief and rage which formerly he 
ſkewed when he talked of his loſt liberty and 
glory, was now thrown aſide, for tears, which 
were much more alarming,—this recent ca- 
lamity ſeemed to have broken his ſpirit, and 
he now ſunk below a man, with accumulated 
miſery. —— 


_ Eloiſe and Miſs Melvin, wept with him, 


and for ſome minutes forebore to offer con- 


ſolation till they found him more fit to re- 
ceive it. 


Nothing is ſo ſoothing as the voice of pity, 
and ſo liberally was it offered by Eloiſe and 
Miſs Melvin, particularly the latter, (who 


felt her heart intereſted in his welfare) that 
his deſpair changed to a ſerene melancholy, 
which rendered him, to Miſs Melvin, the 


moſt attractive figure ſhe had ever ſeen, and 


her boſom, for the firſt time, felt an uneaſy 
ſenſation, for which ſhe could not account, 
and for which many young men, ſurrounded 
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by every recommendation, had ſighed in 
vain. 


When they were again alone, Eloiſe aſked 
her opinion of him, ———ſhe bluſhed ; 
and Eloife law her ſurmiſes were juſt, and 

though a priſon was not a place for the court 
of cupid, ſhe formed adetermination of bring- 
ing them together if poſſible. 


_ CHAP, 
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CHAP. IV. 


Tur guillotine which was erecting be- 


| hind the Abbaye, was now finiſhed, and each 
fad day ſome unfortunate victim was ſum- 


moned from the priſon to this puniſhment. 


The guard, attended by a municipal officer, 
entered the chapel every morning, and ſaid 


to ſome devoted one cc Suivez nous.“ | 


Eloiſe” s heart bled to ſee her countrymen, 


( for Kill her country was her friend) thus 


dra Sed 


dr: 
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dragged to an ignominious death, — wich a 
trial which was a pollution of the word. 


After ſome days, the blood that had been 
ſacrificed at the altar of tyranny and op- 
preſſion, and much of which was innocent, 
made the populace, (who were not quite 
dead to feeling,) begin to murmur at the out 
rages committed, and the municipalice feared 
they would riſe in defiance of them, and, 
therefore, the time of puniſhmen: was changed 

to the evening. 


The dying groans of the ſufferers, were 
either too feeble, or loſt in diſtance, ere they 
reached the ear of Eloiſe, who generally ſat 
at her window, loſt in muſing on her fate; 
but the ſhouts of applauſe, the beating of the 
drums, and other demonſtrations of joy, con- | 
vinced her each revolving evening , that their 

crucity was not abated. 


Eloiſe now was 8 to the loweſt: 5 
of poverty, her money was all gone; for h 
ſelf ſhe had few regrets, though ſne was 15 - 
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weak as to be ſcarcely able to walk a dozen 


yards ata time; but it was for Mrs. I\iciv.n, 
and the unfortunate old man, whoin, with 
weak neſs, and for want of common neceſſa- 
ries, ſhe apprehended each day, would ex- 
pire before her. 


While theſe were thoughts and fears that 
_— her boſom, ſhe aſked hericlt whe- 
er ſhe could ſee ſo much miſery and want, 


ben alleviating it, and was it not her duty 


ſo to do; could ſhe ſee the amiable Mrs. 


Melvin expire, and the old gentleman die by 
inches for want of neceſſaries which ſhe {ill 


had it in her power to procure them; the picture 


of Auguſtus, which ſhe wore next her heart, 

was ſet in gold, but could ſhe prevail onher- 
ſelf ro part with her only comfort, the laſt re- 

| membrance ſhe poſſeſſed, of one fo dear, fo 


juſtly dear, one ſweet ſolace in all her afflic- 


tions, one ſoft relemolance, which ſeemed to : 
ſmile away all her tears, whenever ſhe be- 
dewed it with them; ſhe poſieſſed not reſolu- 
tion to . with th and the thought ſhe 


ſhould 
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ſhould have reſolution to die with hunger 


ſooner than have purchaſed food by the ſale 


of [is picture. 


Avother reſource remained, this was the 
ring given her by her mother, the brilliants 
of which were valuable, and the letting, in 
gold; it would ſuffice for preſent want, but 
then ſhould ſhe not fancy in every wind that 
blew, was watred the anger of her parent; 


when every time the ſaw the money pro- 
cured by the ring, would not the laſt injunc- 


tions of her mother riſe to her view, ſhould. 
ſhe not ſee beſore her, the paper bequeathed 


to her, on which was written by a hand ſo 


revered, a command never to part with her 


poicture, or the ring; alas! the picture was 
gone, how ſtrangely gone, and were not the 
woes ſhe now ſuffered, poſſibly a puniſhment 
for loſing it, ſhould ſhe not expect to ſuffer 
the ignominious death of the guillotine if ſhe 
parted with this. She had once mentioned 
| an intention of the kind to Mrs. Melvin, but 
the entreated her, on no account, to do it, : 


and 
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and for a few days ſhe had forebore to ſay 


any thing more of it; but her laſt conſidera- 
tion now ſtruck her as being ſelfiſn, and from 


a ſuperſtitious idea to have the lives of two 


people to anſwer for, or at leaſt, ſhe might 


have endeavoured to have ſaved them; theſe 


would be reproaches, more accute to her 
conſcience, than the bare ſuppoſition that her 


mother (if ſhe could ſee her) would con- 


demn her :—* perhaps,” ſighed Eloiſe, © ſhe 


might not only pity, but applaud her child.” 


While her reſolution was wavering, a ſound | 


ſhe heard like ſome one ſhrieking, awakened 


her from theſe reflections, ſhe purſued the 
noiſe, and in one of the paſſages met Miſs 
Melvin, who was crying out for help ; ; Eloiſe 


; inquired what was the matter. 


« Oh 3 | 


her utterance. . 


Our 


ing 
do 


Wi 


ch 
| th 
She could fay no more, for tears ſtopped 1 


th 
he 


ed ; 
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Our heroine followed her to her chamber, 
and there, on her miſerable bed, lay Mrs. 
Melvin, to all appearance dead; Capt. Field- 
ing was chafing her hands, and ſeemed 
ſcarcely in a better ſituation than the poor in- 
valid. 


« Good God!” ſaid Eloiſe, weeping, 


ce what is the occaſion of your mother s be- 


ing in this ſituation.“ 


« Extreme weakneſs,“ replied Miſs Mel- 
vin, © really want of wine, and better food to 


ſtrengthen her, I fear is the occaſion of it, 


and I ſhall ſce my mother expire.” 


Eloiſe was ſilent a few minutes, then ſeem- 


ing to conſid: .——— I will, — I ought to 


do * And paſſing by Miſs Melvin, who, 
with Capt. Fielding, was buſied in bringing 


her mother to life; ſhe left the miſerable 
=. chamber, — 
the caſe, ſhe withdrew from its calm retreat 
dhe ring, and determined to part with it; ſhe 


2 hoped to meet in the paved court, or in the 


-and taking from her boſom 


5 Cloiſters, 
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cloiſters, the guard who had appeared [el 


moroſe than the reſt of his colleagues, and 
who had once, for ſome wine ſhe had given 


him, mended her window, where the rain had 


beat in. 


She purſued ber way through the vaulted 


paſſage, where a faint and uncertain light, 
prevented her ſceing the ſick gentleman be- 


fore her, till the came quite near him; he 


ſtarted on ſceing her, wiped away ſome fal- 
ling tears from his cheek, and in an hurried 


and wild manner, put ſomething into his 


boſom. 


Eloiſe wes too much agitated with what 
ſhe was about to do, and the ſcene ſhe had 


juſt witneſſed, to feel any curioſity to know 


what it was; and attempting to put the ring | 
into his hand, in a voice ſcarcely articulate | 


with fear and agony, —*< tell me, for God's 


- ſake,” ſaid ſhe, © what you think is the value 


of this ring, oh! even while 1 now ſpeak, 
ere! Mrs. Melvin | is dying. 


Eloiſe ; 
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/ 


Eloiſe tremble fo, that, inſte ad of putting 


the ring into his hand, it fel! to the ground; 


he was ſo furpriied, that he did not attempt 
to pick it up, but looking pittifully on her 
care- worn countenance, ſuppoſed the ſuffer- 


ings ſhe had experienced, had deranged her 


mind. 


ce Oh, inchanting reſemblance,” ſaid he, 
turning from her to conceal his tears,“ in- 
chanting lofinels, ſucli as I laſt faw her, hur- 
ried, and even agitated as you are;—while 


yet I think of her, my wounds bleed afreſh ; 


her dear image purſues wherever I go.” 


Eloiſe heard him not, her agitation lent 
her ſtrength, ſhe took up the ring, and ruſn- 
ing by him, was Joſt amidſt the mazy wind- 


ings ol the monaſtery. 


« Poor unfortunate girl,” ſaid he, *“ dear 


to me, as being like one, ever adored, even 
when. diſtance and time have obliterated 
other circus altances, thy dear image riſes bo 
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my doating imagination, and in this lovely 
unfortunate feems renovated. 


He followed her, for he feared that in her 
wildneſs, ſhe might commit ſome deſperate 
act, but his ſteps, with weakneſs and prema- 
ture old age, were flow and trembling ; he 
met her juſt as ſhe was returning fron the 
cluiiters, whither ſhe had been in ſearch of 
the guard, TY 1 


e cannot find him,” faid ſhe, ſtaring 
wildly, oh! perhaps even now, ſhe draws 


her laſt breath, and L wretch that I am, 


might have laved her.” 


The gentleman wok her hand, and in- 
treated her to be compoſed, | 


« How can I,” foid ſhe, * when 1 am kil- 

ling a perſon, and you, even you refuſed to 
tell me che value of the ring I muſt part with.“ 
5 «] will, my dear madam,” ' replied, he, 
endeavouring to calm her mind, and ſtill g 
| 3 1 
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fancying her deranged, © but do be com- 
poled. my 
— 4 will, ” ſaid E loiſe, burſling 1 into tears, 


which ſeemed to give vent to her agony, ce 1 
will be compoſed, if you will but tell me the 


value of the ring I wiſh to fell.” 


She then drew from her pocket the ring, 


© gh! my fond, regretted mother, look down 


on thy cluld,—unfortunate woman, —unfor- 
tunate daughter; then kiſſing it, ſhe put it 
into his hands, and looked earneſtly in his 
face, to fee if he thought it's value would an- 
ſwer her ſanguine expectarions, but, inſtead 
of ſeeing intelligence, his eyes became dim, 
his whole frame ſcemed to hake, and he 
reeled againſt the wall for ſupport. 


It was now her turn to ſuppoſe him in- 
ſane, for aſter a few minutes, he clenched his 
fit, «oh! hour accurſt, when I firſt fav 


her, —yer, why do I accuſe her,—all inno- 


cence, mild as heaven, —but her cruel fa- 
ther, — it was he who drove me to delpair. , 
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Eloiſe, extremely terrified, was going to | 


leave him, when ſeeming to recover, he burſt 


ring. 


« Who gave it me,” ſaid ſhe, weeping, 


* ah, awaken not my woes by a recollection 


of her who bequeathed it to me,—unfortu= | 
tunate Eloiſe, looking at the ring, it was my 


mother's laſt words, her dying injunctions to 
keep 1 We” 


Again the gentleman leaned againſt the 
wall for ſupport ; his face was of a deadly 
white, and his knees trembled ſo much, that | 


they appeared inſufficient to ſupport his tot- 
tering frame, while Eloiſe quite as agitated, 


ſtood wondering where this eat 4 


ſcene would end. 


ce Your name,” ſaid 1 ce mull be Mont- mw 
: blanc, for ſhe never gave it away, no, though | 
my Louiſa was ts m—_ to ano- 


ther, her heart ſtill was mine. 


into tears, and aſked her who oy her the 


2 Q& > B 


Eloiſe 8 . ; 
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Eloiſe” s emotion became extreme ; ; the 


ſobbed aloud, while the ſtranger mingled 


his tears with her's.. 


« You knew my unfortunate mother, 
then,” faid ſhe weeping, knew the unfortu- 
nate Loviſa de Lamballe.” 
ee Jt mult be her child,” ſaid he, initing | 
and claſping her to his boſom; it is the in- 
fant I once fondled, once preſſed to my 
boſom, once bedewed with my tears; ah! 
miſerable, — wretched — 


Floiſe ſtarted at a name ſhe had fo often 
wept over; © did you know Dorrington too? 


my wretched father—murdered him!“ 


ba Oh! that he had, he would have ſaved 


> years of unavailing regret ;—ſorrow, which 
nothing, not even time, has removed. Had 
| heaven granted his uplifted hand to have 
murdered me, my woes would have ended 
with my life. Yet I have lived to ſee my 
Louiſa" 8 child, even beautiful, and I dare ſay 


E. 5 amiable 
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amiable as Loviſa's ſelf, and now Dorrington 
will die contented.” 


Eloiſe, for ſome minutes, thought it an 
illuſion, the imagination of her brain, injured 
by wretchedneſs, miſery, and deſpair, till he 


repeatedly aſſured her he was the miſerable 
man whom ſhe fancyed dead, and fo power- 
ful is truth, that it brought to her mind con- 


viction, and with uplifted eyes, ſhe adored 
that providence, who, with unſcarchable di- 


rection, orders all for our good, and deduces 


joy from miſery. 


« Tell me,” ſaid Dorrington, in a voice 

rendered ſcarcely audible by contending 
* 

paſſions, *1s ſne thy revered mother ? 


he ſtopt, * oh ! gentle Eloife, hoy me 


from repeating the horrid word. a 


Eloiſe, when a little recovered from the : 
ſarpriſe and the joy, though mingled with 
ſorrow, at the remembrance of her mother 1 
% 5 woes i 


229 


. 


8 
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woes had thrown her into, told him, in a 
conciſ⸗ manner, her melancholy hiſtory. 


Sometimes, whilz liſtening to it, he wept 
like an infant, and, at other's acc ako him- 


telf of being the aut; nor of their woes ; "a 


upbraid bimlelf as a villain, then again, re- 
japſing into deſpondence, would accuſe Mon- 
ſicur de Lamballe of ſeparating them, as the 
cauſe of their miſeries. 


The recolle&! ion of her mother's misfor- 


tunes, ſeemed to renew all her grief, and ſhe 


vept uninterruptedly for ſome time; Dor- 
rington knowing he did her a greater kind 
Els in letting ner indulge it, than by encea- 


vouring, by common place arguments, to 


en ſoch ſenſibi LILY 


He knew that human wiſdom iS, in ſuch 
caſes, of no ſervice, for, i in proportion as it 


gives conſolation, i repreſſes ſenſibility, 
: which, when once done, we may ceaſe to be 
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hurt by misfortune, but we ſhall evil „ e 
ceaſe to enjoy happineſs. | SM 
mw 
| When ſhe had ended the hiſtory of her | th 
mother, ſhe almoſt repented of having done | nu 
it, fince the woes which time had each day | the 
Hole ſomething ſrom their keennels, ſeemed, ha 
with hearing of the ſuffrrings ſhe experi- =” 
enced, to be renewed with their priſtine vio- | ga 
lence in the boſom of the unhappy Dorring- | thi 
ton, who begged to be exculed repeating the X. 
misfortunes of his life, till the next day, and va 
Eloiſe, over whole mind paſſed alternacely, va 
Joy, grief, hope, and * readily ad- | of 
mitted the delay. PG $M 
The 3 ſhe had made, ſo materia! 
to her future happineſs, if ever ſhe regained | aj 
her liberty, had driven all deſultory thoughts | of 
from her mind, and not till ſhe met Mrs. 185 ku; 
Melvin at dinner, ſhe recollected the ficua- 4} -: 
tion ſhe had left her i in in the nn. e 


The ring now 6 ib 3 b : 
| made ſo valuable a diſcovery, the could not | pa 
reſolve . 
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reſolve to part with; yet preſent exigencies 
mult be lupplied : flender wardrobe the could 
ill ſpare, nor would it have fold for more 


than a few livres ;—at length, after ſome mi- 


nutes conſideration, fie determined to try 
the ſale of the French books Mrs. Seymour 
had piven her, which conſiſted of a few vo- 
lumes of the elegant co:oponion of Ma- 
dame de Genlis, Fene!on's Telcmaque, anc 
the hiſtory of the life and death of Louis 


XIV. theie, after much eatreaty, ſhe pre- 


vailed on the guard, whoſe name was Bou- 


| vard, (to which he added the banourat e title 


of citizen) to dilgoſe of for her, and who 
brought her for them ſcveral allignats. 


Eloiſe, for the firſt time ſince ſhe had been 


a priſoner, heard che key turned in the door 


of her chamber, without deteſting the ſoli- 


tude ſhe was condemned to, for reflections 
crowded faſt on her mind, and ſhe wiſhed to 


indulge them without interruption. 


. When ne re tired to hey bed: ſhe antici- 
| pare iccacs of. her lite to come, haraff ed 
. 5 5 her 
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her mind, and baniſhed reſt. Her preſen 
lituatioa ſeemed fo like romance and im- 

poſſibility, in compariſon with the tranquil 
ſcenes of her early life, when nothing ap- 
peared to ruffle the calm content of her mind, 


that ſhe was almolt inclined to think herſelf 
a prey of an imagination tortured by ladneſs. 


How wonderful, when ſhe looked around 
her little chamber, now lighted by the ſilver 
ſtars that glittered in the azure expanſe of hea- 


ven, that ſhe at that moment, inhabited ſuch 


a place of tumult as France, when ſhe would 
have ſaid with certainty, but a few weeks 


back, that ſhe ſhould be in a calm retreat 


immured within a cloilter, 


Her . fo lately under the impreſſion 


of dark ſuperſtition about her mother's pic- | 
ture, now gave way to more enlightened 
ideas, and ſhe regarded thoſe very thoughts | 
J lately indulged, as the chimera of; a diſtem- 


* wy: 


Should 


8 4 
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Should ſhe not now, if the eſcaped from 
the hands of oppreſſion, enjoy happineſs be- 
yond almoſt her moſt ſanguine ideas; ſhould 
ſhe not be the wife of him fo fondly loved, 
the daughter of a woinan next in her affec- 
tions to her loſt parent. For ſome minutes 
Eloiſc's mind was the victim of a wild, inco- 
herent joy, which, in the next inſtant would 
be darkened by a ſombre cloud of preſenti- 


ment, that ſhe thould never regam the boon 


for which {he ſupported all her woes, name 


ly liberty; vet hope would be foremoſt, and 


ſpe would Hatter herſeif that the ſacrifice ſhe 


had made of her peace to th. at cf her Pa- 


troneſs in leaving England, was now reward 
ad by the meeting witi: + Be r. Dorringrun, 


In this way did Elo! ny paſs the night, now 


hoping, now celpairing, en. 


The next morning „when ſhe entered the 


chapel, the was FE ha to obſerve the alter- 
ation in the countenance of Mr. Dorrington ; 
: 0 tenderly offered the morning faturation, 


* 8 5 he | 
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he preſſed her hand in ſilence, and turned 


away to conceal a tear which fond remem- 
brance brought to his eyes. 


Eloiſe gently chid him for indulging me- 
Jancholy, he ſmiled faintly, and bid her look 


at her own countenance, and then wonder 
that he mourned one the exact counterpart 


of it. 


After breakfaſt, he reminded her of his 
promile of telling her his hiſtory, ſhe entreat- 
ed him to delay it another day, in hopes that 


he would have regained more compolure ; he 


anſwered that he was much better ſince the 


morning, and taking her hand he led her to 


the burying ground of the Abbaye, fince he 


| hoped to meet with no interruption from the 


other priſoners, who ſhould be walking about 


the Abbayẽ. 


1 N * ſaid Mr. Dorrington, you : 
Know my hiſtory, till the time when your 


cruel 1 


err 


the 
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eruel grandfather tore your regretted mo- 
ther from England.” 


Eloiſe bowed aſſent. 


% A few days after her departure, I was 


ſized with a fever, which, from grief, turned. 


on my bram, and, for a twelvemonth I re- 
mained totally loſt to reaſon ; but at the end 


of that period, I regained my ſenſes, but to a 


knowledge of my miſery, my nervous ſyſtem 
was ſo ſhaken, that I was ordered to travel, 
and was adviſed to try the ſouthern countt ies; 
while yet my journey was in agitation, oi: 


day when I was reading the Paris courier, 


which I regularly did, I ſaw the marriage ot 
your mother to Monſieur Montblanc. 


« | fell ſenleleſs to the ground, and Wb 


I recovered, I found myſelf in bed, my va 
let attending me; three months paſſed before 


l was able to begin my journey, which, when 
1 did, I was ſo weak that I was three days 
getting from London to Dover ; and there 


again I was obliged to ſtay to recruit ſome 
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days before I could proceed; when I arrived 


at Paris, I made my ſervant find out from 
thoſe of Monſieur de Lamballe, where his 
daughter was gone, which I found was to the 
Chatteau of Monſieur Montblanc, a few 


miles from Perpignan, in Rouſillon; thither 


then I purſued my way, which was a long? 


one for travelling in ſuch a mountainous 


country is never very faſt, and joined to my 
own, weakneſs, was extremely tedious. 


When I arrived there, I ſaw your mo- 


ther every day, but I hoped ſhe did not ob- 
icrve me, ſince her peace, which appeared 
wounded, I knew, by the ſight of one, which, 
trom the deep fetched fighs, ſhe drew, T- - 
found was {till dear to her, would be entire- 1 
ly broken. 9 
Oue unfortunate evening I threw my 
ſelf in her way, where I preſſed you to my 
agonized boſom. In a few days after, I re- : 
ceived a challenge from your father, to meet 
him in a wood two leagues from his chat- 
teau: at the appointed hour I met him, but 
1 never told 1 my ſervant whither I was going, = 
- | RE =. 
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leſt he might inform the marachauſc, and ſo 
prevent me; | therefore ſent him on a pre- 
rence to Termes, a large town on the 2orders 
of Languedoc, about ſeven leagues from 
where] was, © 
ce After exchanging each a ſhot, Mon- 
fieur Monibianc fired again, and ] fell, to all 
appearance, dead; all night 1 lay in that ſitu- 
ation, without ſenſe or motion, though the 
cold night air ſtanched the blood of my 
wound. In the morning I opened my eyes 
and J endeavoured to recollect what had be- 
fallen me; but my brain was confuſed, and I 
fancied | had had an unpleaſant dream: at 
length I remembered enough to render me 
- miſerable, I attempted to riſe, but I was un- 
able, death, I hoped, was now arrived, and [ 
only wiſhed to live, to prove the innocence 
of my antagoniſt. The peaſants, as ſoon as 
the ſun was riſen, who were paſſing through 
the wood, ſaw ree, but at firſt, conceived ” 
me dead; but perceiving me move, and open 
my eyes, they found I ſtill breathed; J en- 


Ez deavoured to peak in vein: touched with 


humanity, 


36 ELOISE DE MoNx T BLANC. 


humanity, they conveyed me to a cottage on 
the ſkirts of the wood, where they ſent for 
a ſurgeon to examine my wound, who tried 


to learn in what manner I had received it; 
pointed to my breaſt, and then J heard them 


ſay they ſuppoſed I had been wounded by a 


banditti; I ſhook my head, but could not 
make them ſenſible of what I would fay. 
The next morning, when I awoke, I had re- 
gained my ſpeech, and the firſt perſon ] ſaw 
was my ſervant, weeping over me, I ſent him 
immediately to inquire after Monſieur Mont- 
blanc, and to let him know I was ſafe; but 
he ſoon returned, and informed, the chatteau 
was ſeized by the Archbiſhop of Perpignan, 
who had cauſed it to be a monaſtery for 
monks of the order of the long-robe. This 
neus rendered me more muſerable, and fo re- 
| tarded my recovery, that I was a month be- 3 
fore I was able to go in ſearch of them; I 
then ſent in form to the Archbiſhop, to defire 
an audience of him, to inform him that I was | 
alive, and to learn where the fugitive was driven; 
after tome days he granted it, he did net | 
ſcem | 
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ſeem pleaſed to find J was recovered, and 
pretended not to know any thing of where 
Monſieur Montblanc was gone; after repeat- 
ed entreaties that he would tell me, he ſaid 
he believed he with his family had croſſed the 
Pyrences to Spain; this ſeemed improbable, 


but it was authenticated by fo many people, 


that I ſer off after them. 

« The journey was long and troubleſome, 
and often we were obliged to wait a day for 
mules. I made an inquiry every where we 


ſtopped, after Monſicur Montblanc, but 


could gain no ſatisfactory account, and after 


a tedious journey, over the moſt romantic 


mountains in Europe, where nature has ex- 
emplified her greateſt {kill and elegance, I ar- 


rived, with my ſervant, in Catalonia; at Cam- | 
bredon I made every inquiry for the name 


of Montblanc, but could not gain any intel- 


ligence of them; I then travelled into the 
| | interior of Catalonia, at Barcelona I met with 
an Engliſh captain, who was an old ac- 
quaintance of mine, and with ſeveral people 
to whom he introduced me, he promiſed to 
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ant me in my ſearch, in the mean time 
they inliſted on taking me to the houſe of a 


Spaniard ; I remonſtrated againſt it, but they 


infled on ſhewing me the Donna Caſtello ; 


ray heart was ſtill torn with grief for thy un- 
fortunate father, and with love for thy mo- 


ther: for ſome time ] ſpent my tine in the 


round cf dull amuſements, which are the 


only pleaſure of the nation. T he Donna 


Caſtello ſeemed to pity me, ſhe was ex- 


tremely beautitul, but I found her not Louiſa 


de Lamballe. I often fancied ho huſband 


eyed me with jealouſy, and determined to be 


on my guard with the Donna, who was the 


moſt lively wornan of her e I ever. 


knew. 


« One night, when I was aſleep, ſome one 
awoke me by entering my chamber with a 


drawn toledo in his hand, I aſked the wretch 


what he wanted, he made no anſwer, but 
nich another ruffian who followed him into 

my chamber, bound me hand and feet, and "NY 
put a gag into my mouth, to prevent my | 


cries being heard, i it was a dark rainy night, 


and - 
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and I could not diſcern which way the car- 


riage which I was thruſt into, was going: all 


day we journeyed over duſty plains and thick 


woods, and about the followin: midnight, we 


arrived at Tivica, which 1; Groated on the 
banks of che Ebro, a large river which de- 
lib es its ſource from the Mediterranean, and 
runs through Catalonia, Arragon, Navarre, 
and Old Caſtile ; they then took the gag 
from my mouth, and I atked for what I was 
to be puniſhed, they anſwered they did not 


know for what, but that it was by order of 


Don Caſtello. 


*All proſpect now of repair ing the invo- 


luntary injury I had done your father, was 


now blaſted; I raved, tore, called on the 


adored name of Louiſa, but to no purpoſe ; 
all the liberty that was allowed me, was to 


walk in an immenſe garden, round which 


was a tremendous ſtone wall. The flowers 


and fruits in that country, ſo beautiful, the 
fragrant orange - groves, and the lime - trees, 

were loſt on me: from the room that I ſlept 
- in, thro ugh a ſmall barred window, I could 
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ſce the ocean, how did my heart beat with tu- 
mult, when I ſaw the failing veſſels, and fan- 
cy that one might contain the object of my 
love, every fail that quivered in the breeze, 
I tormented myſelf was wafting your parents 
to exile ; my miſery knew no abatement, my 
only companion ſolitude ; without a friend to 
ſpeak to, my own voice ſtariled me when J 
murmured reſponſively to the howling wind. 
For two long years I eat, drank, took 
reſt, and wept mechanically; but time blunt- 
ed the keenneſs of my anguiſh; yet I was 
ſtill miſerable, my only attendants were an 
old Spaniard and his wife, whoſe vigilance 


exceeded all credibility, my food was brought 


every day to me, but my guard never con- 
verſed with me, nor ever ſpoke to me, till, at 


the end of two years, when they began to 
relent, and ſometimes anſwered the queſtions 
I put to them, and would often permit me 
to walk out with them, though they declared 
it was without the knowledge of their maſter 
the Don Caſtello; eight years paſſed in this 
manner, my love as fervent, though its vio- | 

OM gy e 
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lence was chaſtened by time. I was then 
ſix- and - thirty, though from grief and con- 
finement, my hair was as grey as it is at 


= preſent. 


« One morning, while 1 was ſitting in my 
room, looking wiſtfully at the veſſels as they 
cheetfully rode at anchor in the adjacent bay, 
the door was opened, and a man dreſſed in 


a long cloak, and a cap over his eyes, ſtood 


before me; I ſtarted on ſreing a human be- 
ing in ſuch a place, for it was an od Gothic 


4 | f — 


4 stk. = ſaid he in Spaniſh, « « you have had 


the reward of your crimes in this long con- 


finement; my wife is lately dead in priſon, 


for I likewiſe confined her for her miſde- 


meanors, and now I will releaſe you, pro- 
| vided you will n, depart che king · 
+ i dotn.” | 


a wiſhed. to prove the innocence of his 
: beauriful wats. he flew 1 into a rage, and threat · 
5 ened 


= 
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ened to confine me another eight years, if [ 
attempted a vindication. 


© Thus I was releaſed out of bondage, 


without a friend in the world, I {til} poſſeſſed 
the money that was in my pockets when [ 


was ſeized, for I had no where to ſpend it, 


and my guards were incorruptible by gold. 

Oh! liberty, thou greatelt bleſſing, with 
what pleaſure did I view thee, when L walk- 
ed alone in the ſtreets of I LTivica. 


* The next day I procured a pa lage in a 


veſſel bound to Civita, the following day we 


failed, and a proſperous 10G uſted: us fafely 
through the dangerous ſtrai gits of Bonifacia, 
and in a ſhort time we arrived at our port of 


deſtination. The firſt thing 1 did, was to | 
write to the Neapolitan miniſter, to inquire 
for the name ct Montblanc; to England I 
| likewiſe wrote to all my friends, but they 


could not find that either Monſieur or Ma- 


dim Montblanc had been in that country; | 


my inquiries of the French Ambaſſador, re- 


| fident at Naples, proved equally fruitleſfs: 
from England I received remittances, which 


1 


ol 
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I placed i in the hands of a banker, and deter- 
mined to rerew my ſearch; I went from 
Italy to France, where I inquired of the 
Archbiſhop of Perpignan, but he pretended 


the ſame ignorance as before ; from thence I 


proceeded to Paris, where I waited on Mon- 


fieur de Lamballe, who, I found had juſt 
married, and that he had got an infant fon, 
He pretended vaſt ſurpriſe and joy at finding 


me till alive, and aſked my furgtvenels for 


his crucity to me and his 3 promiſed 

to make every inquiry after her, though with 
tears he told me ſhe had never let him know 
where ſhe was; this I thought extraordinary, 
but I determined to wait till he had made 


the inquiries he promiſed to do, Day after 


day I waited, and day after day received a 


5 diſappointment : : Monſieur de Lamballe was 
| prevented, he ſaid, by his buſineſs from 


making i inquiries, for he had juſt accepted 
a place of Preſident a mortier. 


He promiled to write to the Archbithop 


of Perpignan, whoſe relation he had married, 
and who, [ have lince had reaſon to * ; 


rece we a 


1 Sans and were going to the Mauratius, a 
French Eaſt- India ſettlement ; but before we 
arrived at the Iſle of Bourbon, we were re- | 

taken by an Engliſh frigate, which had been | 
on a ſtation ; but, as if misfortune was to | 

 purkee * 
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received the vaſt fortune ſhe had from the 


eſtates of Monſieur Montblanc. 


« After ſtaying in Paris half a year, I left 


it, diſguſted with every new deceit that was 
| practiſed by Monſieur de Lamballe, who 
proteſted with ſorrow, to the laſt, that he 
could gain no intelligence of his daughter, 


though it was thought that ſhe inhabited the | 


wilds of Savoy. This was only a pretence, 
though I travelled over the Alps, and after 


various reſearches, all equally fruitleſs, I re- | 


returned to England; my native country, 


where once I was ſo happy, only brought 
thoſe ſcenes to my mind, and I thought mure | 
of your mother than when I was roving from | 
place to place, and, in ſpite of the perſuaſions | 
of my friends, I failed for India, where I re- | 
_ for ſome years; I was then return- 


g, when we were taken in the ſtraights of 


+ 1 


hi 
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purſue me, we were {cparated in a gale, and 
carried by two frigates, into the port 
L' Orient, where I ſtayed ſome days, 

d have ſince been at Paris, where I be- 
held the pious, though unfortunate Louis 


XVI. conveyed, in the moſt ignominious 


manner, to his execution. I there heard that 
Monſieur de Lamballe, was dead, and that 


his wife was driven into Germany. 


« Since that time, I have been in the pri- 


ſons of Senlis, Clermont, Amiens, and Arras, 
in the laſt of which I was molt ſhamefully - 


treated. By intereſt of a banker, I got a 
paſsport to Dunkirk, where I expected ſoon 
to get one to Hamburgh, and fo paſs into 
England; and I hoped to ſpend the decline 
of my life in peace, when the unfortunate 
hege prevented my intentions, and I am 
again a priſoner; but ſince it has procured 
e a knowledge of the child of Ny Louiſa, 


Il muſt ever conſider it as a fortunate circum- 
ſtance, and if ever we regain our liberty, 


(which I dare ſay, my tweet young friend, we 
— —_ I re: * are not very ſan- 
guine, | 
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guine, I mall think myſelf bound to repair, 
with a fortune, for which I have no uſe, nor 


any very near relation to inherit what | poſſeſs, 


the injury I have unintentionally done your 


family.“ 


At firſt, Eloiſe could only weep, and preſs 
his hand to her lips, but when her emotion 


a little ſubſided, ſhe endeavoured to convince 
him that he had done her no injury, ſince the 
convulſion of the country, which has wreck- 


ed France of her riches, would have driven 
her from Rouſillon at a time of life when ſhe 


| ſhould feel it much more ſenſibly than ſhe |} 


could do at a time when infancy dreſſed every 


place in the gay colours of happineſs, and 


when in affluence, ſhe ſhould have had no 
friend, which poverty had ſprung up to re- 
ceive and protect her. 


She then proceeded to tell him the kind- | 
nels of Lady Caſtle Fern; but when he in- 


- quired the reaſon of leaving her hoſpitable 


roof—ſhe bluſhed, —her voice faltered, and | 
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ſhe then told him the objections of the late 


Sir Lewis to her entering his family. 


&« Unfortunate Montblanc,” exclaimed 


Mr. Dorrington, © and all thy misfortunes 


aroſe from me; but how pleaſing, how 


 ſocthing it will be to my mind, to fee the 


child of my ever loved Louiia, happy ; and 


I rruſt I ſha/l ſpend the dark evening of a 


| ſtormy life, in content and peace, which, 


from various misfortunes, has been denicd 


me in my youth: in all my miſery, this pic- 
ture of one fo dear has been a ſweet ſolace.“ 


He preſented it to Eloiſe. 


ohe looked at it and burſt into tears, when 
ſhe remembered the loſs of her's, which was 
ſo like it that ſhe could ſcarcely believe it 
1 not the one ſhe once poſſeſſtd. She 
kiſſed it, and bedewed it with her tears, while 


Mr. Dorrington | looked on her with almoſt 
adoration, for the fond regret with which ſhe 


| cheriſhed the memory of her mother ; beſide; 3, 
| vol. iy, * „„ HE 
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the ſtrong reſemblance ſhe bore to one ſo 
loved, gave her an additional claim to his 
eſteem. 


Her being a "prnicalck orphan too, and 
alſo, her being driven from her quiet aly- 
lum at Beſborough, by the ſuppoſition of 
his death; and he ardently prayed that they 
might be releaſed from their confinement, 
and that he might pour forth his thanks to 
Lady Caſtle Fern, for protecting from po- 
verty, the child of the lovelieſt of women, | 
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CHAP. IV. 


Exolsk, though ſtill | condemned to po- 


verty and confinement, was, ſince known to 


Mr. Dorrington, far leſs unhappy; ſne ſpent 
each minute but thoſe in which ſne was con- 


| fined to her chamber, with him: one topic 
vas the dear one on which they both dwelt 
with a melancholy pleaſure; for while Eloiſe 
" the loſs of a beloved mother, Mr. Dor- 
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rington mourned the only poſſeſſor of his 
love. 


Eloiſe, from nice obſcrvation, ſoon per- 


_ ceived that Capt. Fielding was one of thoſe 


beings who are never ſo miſerable, as in the 
nterregnum between one paſſion and ano- 
ther; and ſhe beheld, with ſatisfaction, the 
progreſs Mils Melvin ſeemed each day to 


gain in his eſteem ; the navaite ſhe poſſeſſed, 
fo ſtrikingly different to his grave and ſenti- 


mental turn, was, to him, remarkably pltaſ- 


ing; and what was began in pity, ſoon ended 


in love. 


Eloiſe never interrupted their tetè- ã tetẽs, 
for though her vanity was not ſo great as to 
lead her to ſuppoſe that he might renew his 
| profeſſions; yet ſhe thought, that if Mils | 
Melvin perceived the looks of tenderneſs he 
ſometimes threw on her, it might awaken | 
her jealouſy, and Uyure her peace. Thus 
were love politics now, at the . of 4 
5 Rovibourg, 


Each 
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Each ſad day ſome devoted victim was 
dragged to the guillotine; the inhuman 
guards ſeemed deaf to entreaties or ſupplica- 
tions. Eloiſe was doomed to witnels the tears 
and miſery of ſeveral young women, among 


whom was one who was of the order of the 


Chanoines, whoſe only crime was adhering 
to her aunt, who had been the Lady Abbels 


of the order, and was related to the Royallies 


of France; this jeune Chanoineſe was ſummon- 


ed before the national Convention, and after 


a mock trial, finiſhed her life at the age of 
eighteen, 

[] 
Since Elviſz had ſeen ſo many young peo- 
ple ſuffer, ſhe began to fear for hi ſelf; it ap- 
peared to her with additional horror, ſince 
ſte could now, if ſhe regained her liberty, 


en;oy happincls in its fulleſt extent; and ſhe 
: frequently relapicd into her former deſpond- 


ence: the crueltics every hour exerciſed by 


Roberſpicre, wee cetalled with exggeration. 


. - One evening, when | it was the turn of the 
N Citizen Bouvard to keep g guard | in the Ab- 
#3" nn bayẽ 
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bays, when he was about to lock her in for 


the night, he aſked what was her name :—the 
unconſcious Eloiſe replied without thinking, 
that it was Montblanc; the man nodded his 
head and then ſhut her 1 in. 


No ſooner had ſhe done it, than conviction 
of what were his intentions, ruſhed on her 


mind; ſhe had now no doubt but that her 
name, which ſhe had fo carefully concealed, 
was known to the patriots, and that, from 


the politics of her anceſtors, ſhe was doom: 
edto ſuffer, 


This ſurmiſe kept her waking during the 
night, and rendered her uneaſy ; ſhe now 
gave herfclf up for loſt, and a ſhort ſleep, 
v»hich ſhe got towards morning, was diſturb- 
ed by horrid viſions, in each low murmuring = 
wind, ſhe fancied ſhe heard the ſummons to 
prepare for death ; ſhe ſaw dreadful monſters 
tearing her from Mr, Dorrington, whom ſhe 
| now looked on in the light of a parent and | 

| Protector: her _y then brought Beſbo- b 
e CC og . rough 


rot 


mi 


im 
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rough to her view, ſhe remembered the mur- 


muring trees before her window, which her 
imagination had conſtrued into a voice, 
which ſeemed to ſay © Eloiſe is going for 


3» 


ever,” while her mind was buly in fancying 


their grief, when they ſhould hear what was 


her hard fate, the tears of her beloved Lady 
Caſtle Fern, the more manly grief of her 


adored Auguſtus, the door of her chamber 


was unlocked, ſhe followed the man, in hopes 
it was the ſame who had aſked her the extra- 
ordinary queſtion the evening before, ſhe 


overtook him as he was going acroſs the cloiſ- 


ters; he turned his head, and ſhewed a face 
fo ferocious, that ſhe fancied it ſeemed to 

contain her death-warrant ; ſhe ſhuddered 
with horror and returned to her room, where 
a flood of tears relieved the e that 5 
EE, ſeemed to overpower- her, : 


When ſhe met Mr. Dorrington, he ex- 
preſſed concern at ſeeing her look ſo unwell. 

hne turned it off by ſaying ſhe had not reſtd 

well, till when the was alone with him, ſhe 
. | | | 'E 4 4 Ns | then 
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then infuriven f.- of her unpleaſant ſur- 
miſe«, nec nde2v ed to cheer ner, and to 


difpate the gam which ſeemed to hang 


over her penis, and to convince her that her 
fears wire groundleſs. 
two wirds entered in the evening, as 
una, Wee trembled with fear and ayita- 
tion, vheu ſhe ſaw them look around for 
their . 


After ſome minutes, the dire monſters ap- 


proached her,. —“ allons, ſuivez nous,” —her 
ſenſes almoſt forſook her, and Mr. Dorring- 
ton, who heard this ſentence of horrid im- 


port, approached her, ſne clung to him to 
ſave her, while he Poe her to his agon. ized | 


boſom. 


" « Depechez vous,” ſaid the men in a gr ff 


voice. 

„Fe Hall not take K exclaimed Por- 
Tington, © without I go with be Ves, K will 
: be with her tO che laſt moment. 


„ „ 


feemed to deliberate, = 


| lis. vile, they acce ded ro lt. 


EE ng 
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The men loh ed ſtedfaſtly at him, asd 


Cc ſt un pru ex- 


traotdinaire pour tant,” fad they, that you 


— tO 


ſhould like to 
ö 
afr1id to pronounce the fatal ſentence, and 


Floiſe, who loſt not a word of what they ſaid, 
thought this a confirmation v. her dcath. 


The men became impa tient, an] Floiſe, 


who now was almoſt dead to ſenſation, en- 
treated Dorrington to let her go. 


ce J will not leave her.“ (aid he to the mea, 


while he n her cloſer to his boom. 


"She 2 rung 1 1.18 embrace; 4 v/*PE 


on the boſom of Mits Melvin, white rs. 
Melvin ſhrieked with agony, at {ering lo in 
tereſting a creature drag gged a"; Py. 


The men at length THe dd on re- going 
and as Mr. D orrington was refolute in Zoing 


tacy ton tas 't 
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Eloiſe now, neither wept nor entreated, 


but ſeemed in a kind of — reſignation 


To her fate. 


„When you regain your liberty, ſaid ſne, 


* tell ſhe ſtopt,—and her agitation 
became extreme; again ſhe began, — 
'*« tell Sir Auguſtus, that when the ſallow 


mantle of death covered my face, that his 


name faltered on my tongue, and my laſt 


breath was wafted to heaven | in petitions be: 1 


his happineſs. 


The lively fervor with which ſhe uttered 


this, awakened alike their admiration and | 
: m—_— ” 


. * Farewell, for _ exclaimed ſhe. CEE 


T he door of the chil then cloſed on her, 


| and ſhe beheld them no more. 


| | They followed the guards through the 
fame ailes and courts through which ſhe had 
. 8 entered che n at length ſhe arrived at 
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the cavern, where laid the bones of many 
peaceful inhabitants, which ſhe hoped were 
| happy in ſome other world; yet ſhe involun- 
tarily ſhuddered, and a kind of dread whiſ- 
pered her, that ere long, her s might be de- 
| polited there. 


They now came to a maſſy carved iron 
gate, but not the one through which ſhe had 
| paſſed when ſhe firſt entered the Abbaye ; 
as it creaked on it's hinges, ſhe trembled :. 
the men ſoftly ſhut it after them. 


* — „— — * — ** — + — — —-— 


They croſſed ſeveral fields, that were 
ſwamped with the wet that had fallen; the 
dank weeds almoſt reached her waiſt, and 
ſoon, with the wet, her clothes wer e ſo heavy, 
that ſhe could with difficulty walk: the night | 
was extremely dark, heavy black clouds 
hung over their heads, beyond 'which was 
| one that appeared at the edges lightly ripe | 

ö . with filver, and reflected a glcam of ts 
| light towards the welt. 
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Elvite aſced where ſhe was, but the guards 
commanded her to be ſilent; and with her 


arm within that of Dorrington's, ſne mourn- 


fully followed their conductors. 


Eloiſe dared not turn her head left ſhe 
ſhould ſee ſome dreadtul figure, ſuch as ſhe 
had read of in fairy tales, though nothing was 
to be ſcen but the far off lights of Poulbourg, 


as they trembiingly glimmered between the 


lreEs. 


Aſter ſome time they arrived at an exten- 


| five common, covered with tall furze, and 
black heaths, which her buly fancy animated 
wich life, and appeared to her as human : 


monſters. 


Eloiſe trembled, and ſuppoſed the mo- 


ment of execution was arrived. 


la a few n minutes a little carriage drew op- 


in n which they trayeled about four miles, the - 


man 
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man who drove them ſcarcely ſoke, but ſat 


ſinging the ſongs of the ſans culottes then in 


vogue among the canaille. 


After ſome time they arrived at a little 


town, from the cottages, which were thinly 
{cattered round the ſuburbs, the inhabitants 


came to fee what was arrived; as they held 


their lamps up to look at them, Eloiſe faw 
on their countenances diſtruſt and ſuſpicion, 


They then proceeded to a little cottage 
which was ſituated at the bottom of a hill, 


when they entered it, Me men led them up 


a {mall flight of ſteps, one of them exclaim- 
ed, © filence !” 
room where ſat two people; one of them 

aroſe and approached Elviic, it was almoſt 


dark, ſhe trembled with apprehenſion, but 


fear gave her ſtrength, and, cluding his graſp, 


the ruſhed forward, and ſunk ſenſcleſs into 


the arms of Dorrington. 


char. 


and they then entered a little 
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CHAP. VI. 


1 MUST now, my fair readers, entreat your 
attention to the inhabitants of Beſborough, 
vhom we laſt left in a critical ſituation. 


Each day bringing alike hope and diſap- 
pointment ; Sir Auguſtus's health was till 
very precarious, and the grief he ſuffered on 
account of Eloiſe, protracted his recovery; 
. e thus 


th 


I 

1 
oY 
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thus paſſed the menths of July, Avges and 
Fr of — 


One morning, while he was contemplating 
the beautiful features of a picture of Eloiſe, 


which was a full length, dreſſed in the 


payeſanne ſtyle, and had been done by the 
celebrated Whight, of Derby, he was ſum- 


moned to Lady Caſtle Fern, who had juſt 
received the letter from Eloiſe, 


I muſt confeſs myſelf inadequate to the 
| rafk of pourtraying the ſenſations of Sir Au- 
Jgquſtus when he read it; he alternately wept 
and raved, called on the name of his Eloiſe, 
and, in ſhort, his mother, who was ſcarely 


leſs afflicted at this MELEE, thought he 


was deranged. 


When the firſt paroxiſm of ht was over, 


. he determined to get her releaſed, or elſe die 
in the attempt. His mother, with tears en- 
_ deavoured to turn him from fo dangerous a 


project, and when ſhe found her rhetoric = 
eee 


| 
| 
| 
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Wan ſhe ſent for Mr. Edmond * 


All arguments, human and divine, were 
tried in vain, the dangers he was to encoun- 
ter, and the life he was to riſk, were motives | 
that made him more deſperate and deter- | 
mined. His life, he ſaid, would be glori- 5 

( 


oufly loft in the cauſe of Eloiſe, and, without 
her he knew he mult ever remain milerable. 


Lady Caſtle Fern felt for him, and pitied 
his hard fate, but ſhe could not bear the idea 
of his riſking a lite ſo precious, and which, | 
now, was her laſt, and only happinels ſhe pol- 1 
 fteited while he, ſo veiled, and hood winked 
by love, that he could ſee no unp-d! ments to — 
effacting his purpoſe, aw them, but to be WO 
more reſolute. TT» 


After ſome time ſpent in deep conſulta- N 
tioas with Mr. Edmonds, who thou. ht it 
N was be tter to accclesa de a marriage V. Lich he 

- perceived muſt take Place, he adviſe her to 
| 188 cde | 
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accede to it; and endeavoured, by every ar- 


gument, to make her believe ſhe was acting 


right; and at length ſhe pro. niſed to conſent 
to his union with Eloiſe, if ſhe eſcaped from 


the confinement ; though ſhe {till endea- 
voured to diſſuade him from a ſcheme ſo 
hazardous, and which gave her ſo much 


uneaſineis. This was a point not to be gain- 
ed, and the next morning he ſet off for Dover. 


At night he took leave of his mother, who 


wept on his boſom, while he was ſcarcely 


leſs affected, and when he beheld her agita- 
tion, was almoſt inclined to give up the at- 
tempt ; but the image of his adored Elviſe, 
in poverty and confinement, ſtole before hi; 


eyes, and though he endeavoured to com- 
poſe his mother, he till adhered to his pur- 


poſe ; and, after ſeeing her more reſigned to 
his going, he left her, and retired to his ſtudy, 


here he ſummoned Lunel, his valet, and 
who, as he was a native of Flanders, he 
hoped would be ſerviceable | to him in his ex- 
pedition: when Lune! came, he ſcemed de- 


Ji Sated 
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bow, 
France.“ 
Well,“ ſaid Auguſtus, ſmiling, cc and 
what of f thas William ? * 
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lighted at going, as his mother lived near 
Dunkirk, and he promiſed great ſucceſs, ſince 


his “ grand oncle, was one of the munici- 


palite of Caſſel, and he was “ aſſurẽ“ that for 
«qa mi lor Anglais” and for the * argent“ 
he would do his “ poſſible.“' This news 
elated Sir Auguſtus, who now, inſtead of 
thorns, ſaw flowers in the j Journey. | 


While he was conſulting with his valet, 
who begged to put up his “boite à poudre,” 
that he might appear comme il faut” before 


the Seigneurs of France. 


The groom, who had heard from Mrs. 
Bridget the journey his maſter was about to 
take, and who knew how nation bad he would {| 
be if he did not ſucceed, preſented himſelf _ 
deine Sir Auguttus, and, making a low 
© I] hears your honour” 8a Soing to. 


ce Why 55 
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« Why, 1 wiſh you'd take your humble 
ſervant, I'm ſure I'd follow you on Spright- 
ly, to the end of the world, —and you knows 


] can be ſecret, for I never told, (your ho- 
nour what you told me not to tell;) and I'm 


ſure, if it be neceſſary to run away with Mils 


= Eloiſe from any place, I'll pledge my lite oa 
the ſafety of little Sprightly ;—I'm fure I 


withes Miſs was come back, for your honour 


= has never ſmiled ſince ſhe went.“ 


This elaborate ſpeech, though ot couch- 
ed in terms the moſt polite, conveyed more 


than the greateſt eloquence, ard Sir Au- 
| guſlus felt it; he thanked his honeſt groom = 
* for his good wiſhes, but convinced him of 

the impracticability of taking him, and diſ- 
miſſed him with tears in his eyes, uttering 
another ſoliloquy for his ſafe return from the 
mounſcers, who, he obſerved, was a deſpe- 
rate ſet, and comed to a a ſad bab. 


The next morning, at the break of FR 7 


he, accompanied by Lune) ſet off i in his own. 


. 
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carriage, till he arrived at the firſt town, 


where he procured a poſt-chaiſe and four, 
and ſoon reached Dover; with ſome difficulty 


he procured a veſſel to go with him to 
Oſtend; and after a ſhort voyage, which 
from impatience appeared an immenle time, 
he arrived there, where Eloiſe, the eter- 
nal ſubje& of his thoughts—now lifted his 
mind to hope—now ſunk it to deſpair, 


In a few days he got to a little village, 


about fifteen miles from Caſſel; here dwelt 


the mother of Lunel, who, bowed down with 
age, was mourning the loſs of her eldeſt ſon, 
who had been, by the deſtructive din of war, : 


torn from her roof. 


Sir Auguſtus cor fined himſelf t. to the little 


cottage, while Lunel, who polleiſed ample 
cunaing for tuch a ſervice, ſet out for Caſſel, 
wlicre his grand uncle, wha was originally 


an 07, re, reſided. 


In che mean time the old woman enter- = 
tained Sir Auguſtus with an account of the 1 
nu merous | 
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numerous cruelties which had been com- 
mitted on the Engliſh, and the nu nber of 
young women who had been guillotined; 
this ſo much inflamed his mind, that he 
almoſt determined to go to Boulbourg, and 
eudenvour to relealc Eloiſe. 
. 
The old woman, who held in horror ſuch 
an idea, and was affured he never would come 
back alive, with d iAculty prevented him.— 


In three days Lunel returned, after having 
ſeen his grand uncle, who he ſaid was fo 
full of buiin<fs, granting paſſports and laying 


under aircſts, that he could ſcarcely get 
acceſs to him. | 


« But what news, Lunel,” ſaid Sir 
Auguſtus, O! tres bon! Mon oncle le citoyen 


no ſooner ſaw me than he wondered where 
I came from.“ -I told him mes offaires. 


at firſt he ſu ok his head, and looked grave, 
and declared, without the permiſſion of the 


national convention, he dared not give a 
_ releaſe. . when 1 ſhewed him the 
| Pargent : 
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Pargent he changed his tone, and —— 
to do his Foffible.” * 


_« But what,” ſaid Sir Auguſtus impa- 
tiently, what was his poſſible.” 


Ob my lor voici un lettre to one citizen 
Bouvard, who is ami intime of mon Oncle, 
who is the guard at Boulbourg; and to- 
morrow, 7':razs, and conſult with him.— 
Sir Auguſtus was now on the tentor-hook 
of hope and fear—while the valet ſurveyed 
himſelf with importance, as relation to one 
of the great municipalite. 


The next evening, for he dared not travel 
of a morning, for fear of exciting ſuſpicion, 
Lunel fallied forth, and proceeded to Boul- 
bourg ; where at the Abbaye's he ſoon met 

with citizen Bouvard. 


A hw he” made. which ſpoke reſpect ; 


. (for Lunel held in great veneration the 
| citizens) flattered the jack in office, who 


ſwelled i into additional importance at being 
3 „5 thought 
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whought of ſuch conſequence by a man ſo 
vell dreſſed, and with ſuch a faſhionable 


appearance as Lunel. 


That univerſal tes gold, ſoon found 
a paſſport to his endeavours; and he pro- 
miſed to do the utmoſt, though he feared it 
might be ſome time before he could do any 


thing for the releaſe of our heroine, as it 
| was but ſeldom his turn to watch the pri- 
| ſoners, and therefore adviſed Lunel to leave 


Boulbourg, ſince that the guard was ex- 
tremely vigilant. The valet, who admired 
the liberty of Old F.ngland, which he thought 


"9 infinitely preferable to a cold priſon ; - and 
therefore took his advice, and returned to 
his maſter, who now ſcemed revived to a 
3 ſenſe of . 1 


The citizen Bouvard, who did not know 


Eloiſe's name; and as his ideas of her per- 

| fon were not from Lunel's account very 
clear, he was obliged to aſk her the queſtion, 
which ſo much alarmed her; but not fancy- 
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ing it ſafe to truſt her with the intelligence, 
he ſaid no more to her. 


Had he been leſs avaricious, he might 
have procured her relraſe the next day after 


Lunel had been at Boulbourg, for his com- 
rades were all to be bought for money: but 


what he had got he did not chute td part 


with, but preferred waiting till it was his 
turn on duty, when he could get a relation 
of his to aſſiſt in her eſcape. 


After waiting ſeveral days, Lunel returned 
to Boulbourg; and having his maſter's purſe, 
which he ſported as his own, he liberally 


emptied it in his ſervice, and Bouvaid then, 


with little difficulty, got one of the guards 


to affiſt him in Eloiſe's relief. 


When, therefore, Mr. Dorrington inſiſted 


on going, it awakened their ſurpriſe and 


ſuſpicion ; and, tili after ſome minutes reflec- 
tion, they ſuppoſed he muſt know of their 


5 intentions, and that | it was cauſedthem to ſtop _ 
their 


un 


tl 
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their diſcourſe. The reaſon of their being 
condemned to ſilence was, leſt they might be 
detected in their flight by the other guards; 
and when they entered the cottage, the man 
who drove them in the little cart, and who 
was in the confidence of Lunel, repeated the 
command, leſt the tranſport and ſurpriſe of 
Sir Auguſtus ſhould ſo overcome his pru— 
dence that he might ſpeak Eloiſe in Engliſh, 
and ſo let it be known that he was not a 
German, for which he had paſſed all along, 
And thus it was that, in almoſt darkneſs, 
_ Eloiſe ſuppoſed Sir Auguſtus one of thoſe 
cruel monſters to whom ſhe had been ſo long 
ſubject; and wiſhing to avoid him, (he, with 
Agitation and dread, fonk into the arms of 
Dan 


Dorrington was ſo weak, as with great 
: difficulty to ſupport his lovely burthen ; yer 


he extended his feeble arm to defend her from _ 


the perſon who he imagined for an intention, 
the moſt dire had ſeized her; but a voice, 
in which was a mixture of tender ſolicitude 
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and unbounded joy, and an aſſurance of never 
Hefving Eloiſe more while life warmed his 


boſom, ſoon diſcovered to him Sir Auguſtus 


Caſtle Fern. 


The fragile form, weighed down by ſor- 
row and confinement, was long e'er it re- 
vived to a ſenſe of the happineſs that awaited 
her. He hung over her in ſpeechleſs agony, 
while Dorrington and the old woman admi- 


niſtered every remedy they could think of; 


till at length the ſouthing voice of Avguſtus 


reſtored her to life, when joy was near prov- 
Ing as fatal to her returning ſenſe as appre- 


henſion had been, and it needed full exer- 


ciſe of the ſuperiority of the mind ſhe poſe 


ſeſſed to bear ſuch a reverſe of fituation with 
_— of mind. 


Sir A was ſhocked to fee, as the 
dld cottager glanced her light acroſs Eloiſe's 
| countenance, the ravages made by ſadneſs 
And confinement in it; and it was long e er ; 
5 te could ** him chat a few hours reft 5 
would 


— 
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would reſtore her ſufficiently to travel: and 
after taking a little wine, which the old 
woman apologized for being fo bad, Mais 
mi Lors, times are altered now; and inſtead 
| of luxuries, we can now ſcarcely get breads : 
y avait an fiir, when 1 could haye 
given Pe ſome good ſupper. 


; Sir A . endeavoured to cheer the 
old woman, and praiſed her little offering, 
and eat a hearty meal of new-laid eggs; 
and ſoon after Eloiſe was conducted by the 
old woman to a little room, where ſhe laid 
berſelf down on a neat bed, and ſoon fell 
E aſleep, 


Ĩ)he next morning when ſhe awoke, ſhe ſta- 
| | red wildly around, for ſhe had forgot ſhe was 
not ſtill at Boulbourg, till, inſtead of the tat- 

| tered room and the grated window, ſhe beheld 
A a lattice covered with briony and eglantine, 
and ſhe was then conſcious of her happineſs. 
She us the Peat and the ſmell of a 
G2 9 1 15 
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8 her ſpirits. 


At a breakfaſt of coffee, cream, and coarſe 


bread, the party ſoon met, where happineſs 


_ reigned triumphant. Eloiſe had regained 
her liberty—Sir Auguſtus had regained 
 Eloiſe—while Dorrington ſeemed in our 


heroine to behold the only woman he ever 
adored—and Lunel, ever officious, was (to 
uſe a genteel phraſe) © like a cock on his 
own dunghill,” and committed numerous 
etcurderies while he was waiting on them. 


_ At night he was to be ſent again to Caſſel, 
in hopes that his grand oncle would grant 
them paſſports from thence to Calais under 


the denomination of Germans, as Sir Au- | 
guſtus and Dorrington both ſpoke the lan- 
guage extremely well. The day paſſed in 


murual happineſs, in which each retailed 


their adventures; and as ſoon as duſk en- 
a veloped the world in one tint of © ſober. 
grey,” Lunel was once more diſpatched on 


tho gyſand aromatic plants ſeemed to revive 
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his embaſſy.— The next morning but one, 
as ſoon as light dawned in the horizon, he 
returned, bringing with him an empty purſe, 


which Sir Auguſtus thought well rezver/7 in 


the ſervice of the paſſports which he had 


procured for them to Calais, where they 


hoped to gain others to Hamburg. 


In the evening they ſet off in a carriage 


they had procured, and Lunel was mounted 
and followed them. They journeyed all 
night, and the next day recited till the after- 


noon at an Auberge on the ſkirts of a wood, 


They then again purſued their journey, and 
che evening following arrived at Calais. 


1 When Eloiſe arrived chow. me was ſo 
fatigued, that Auguſtus feared that, even if 
they did procure paſſports, ſie would be un- 
able to proceed; but her wiſh to return to 

15 England, and her apprehenſion of remaining 
in 2 country where each day witneſſed the 
wurder of fo many people, overcame all other 
| coaliderations, and ſhe aſſured him ſne was 
„„ © ©. oe 
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encounter. 


The next morning, therefore, Sir Auguſ- 
tus waited on the Municipalite to ſolicit 


paſſports, and to ſhew thoſe which had pro- 


_ cured them liberty to Calais; but the Mu- 
nicipalitẽ affured them it was impoſſible to 


grant them without the permiſſion of the 


National Convention, but they promiſed to 
make intereſt for them by the whe _ 
hat were ſent to chat — 


| Here then they were obliged to ſtay at a 


little cabaret, and Auguſtus each day renewed 
his ſuit in hopes of gaining paſſports, which 
| he was now more than ever ſolicitous of, as 
| Eloiſe ſeemed to ſuffer from a flow fever, and | 
he dared not truſt any phyſician wich! a know. TS 


ledge of their reſidence. 


Thus paſſed 4 week at Calais. Eloiſe, 
from apprehenſion of again being put into 
2 or * from . 


able to fuppore any difficulties ſhe might 


te 
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was extremely ill. 4s was in the evening of 
a day in which ſhe had been ſo indiſpoſed, as 
to be the greateſt part on the bed, Sir Au- 
guſtus and Dorrington were watching her 
while ſhe ſlept, that Lunel, with a woetul 
countenance, and a pas grave, entered their 
little cabin. , 


Well, what now, Lunel ?” aid Au- 
"_— --- 


Ob, mi Lirs, nas ſerons abini? au 


deſeſpair voila, the Municipalite have found 


out you are un Seigneur Anglais, and that 
you are fort riche; and, inſtead of paſſing 
paſſports, he will put you under arreſt,” 


| Eloiſe ſtarted up, and entreated them to 


endeavour to get away, for ſhe foreſaw all 


the miſery that was in wait for them if they 
did not. 


5 An did not know how to act. He 


was confident Eloiſe was ſo weak as to be | 
a able to walk a dozen yards, yet he 
8 Sn foreſaw 
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foreſaw the horrors of their fate if they did 


not eſcape. Eloiſe aſſured them that ſhe 


could walk to any place of ſafety, and that 
| the would rather die than riſk again being 


confined. And Auguſtus, who feared that 
appreheriion and agitation would be more 
faral to her than fatigue, at length deter- 
mined to get off as faſt as poſſible. He, 


therefore, as it was almoſt dark, ſtole ſoftly 


from the houſe, and went in ſearch of ſome 
perſon who woud take them in any veſſel 
10 England. He dared not truſt his valet, 


ho, though ſincerely devoted to his maſter, 


Was a true Frenchman, and could do any 


thing better than keep a ſecret, and who had 
now ſpread abroad that his maſter was an 
Engliſhman; for on ſome of his friends 

| boaſting of the good ſituation they were in 
under the Municipalite, which was a ſupe- 


riority his ſpirit could ill brook, anger tri- 


umphed over prudence, and in the retort 

direct, un peu bruſquement, he told them that 
: ſtarving attendants on the Municipalite were 
not as good as 2 valet and waiting- gen · 

ws tleman 
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tleman to un Seigneur Anglais, and from 


whom he received more wages in a week than 


they did in a month; and thus it was that 


the report was firſt retailed to the Munici- 
palite, who, the next morning, with a whole 


train of attendants, came to the cabaret or 


little inn, where they took up their abode 


en attendant, the paſſports to lay them under 


arreſt, when, to their grief and aſtoniſhment, 


the birds were flown, 


| Eloiſe and Mr. Dorrington ſpent the time 
in which Sir Auguſtus was gone in an agi- 


tation not to be deſcribed, not ſo much for 
their own ſafety as for fear he ſhould be de- 
tected and ſeparated from them. To every 
nttle noiſe Eloiſe liſtened with the greateſt 
attention and alarm, and fancied in each 
moving leaf ſhe heard the ſighs of Sir Au- 
giuſtus as if ſeparated from her. She paced 
the little room where they fat in the greateſt 
agitation, ſometimes going to the door to 
liſten, then fancying ſhe heard: him com- - 
Pplaining. Thus paiſed three hours: the 


529 , 4 5 chimes 
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chimes of the great clock was all that was 
heard, or the ſoldiers parading the ſtreets, 


which they uſually did till midnight. Ano- 


ther hour paſſed—the clock ſolemnly told 


the hour of one. Lunel had been ordered 


not to go to bed, but to wait after the people 
of the houſe were gone to reſt, and then de- 


ſcend ſoftly and open the door to Sir Auguſ- 
tus. Eloiſe's agitation ſo overpowered her, 


that ſhe could ſcarcely contain her agony ; 


the miſery ſo much dreaded, ſhe was now 


convinced, had overtaken Auguſtus. Dor- 


rington endeavoured to convince her that her 
fears were vague, and that he would ſoon. 


return; yet ſhe obſerved by the lamp that 


almoſt expiring, that his countenance be- 


chimed a quarter paſt one, when a noiſe, like 
ſome one creeping up ſtairs, greeted their 


eas. Eloiſe's heart fluttered with hope and . 
fear: the next inſtant the door was opened, 
| and before her ſtood Auguſtus. * Huſh!” 


4 


ſtood in the chimney, and which was now 


ſpoke anxiety and fear. The clock had juſt 
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ſaid he,“ for heaven's ſake be filent, or we 
_y be diſcovered. Pe 


He wrapped ee up in his ſurtout, and 


beckoned Dorrington and Lunel to follow 


him, they obeyed; and taking Eloiſe's hand, 
he led her down the ſtairs, and ſoon after 
they were in the ſtreet. It was a cold bleak 
night, in the middle of October, and ſo dark, 
that they could ſcarcely ſee each other, for 


the moon, which was in the firſt quarter, had 
long ſince ſunk to repoſe. Sir Auguſtus led 


them through ſeveral dark narrow ſtreets, 
but Eloiſe's apprehenſion, joined. to weak- 


neſs, rendered her unable to walk. Sir Au- 


guſtus then bore her in his arms along the 


eliff, where the northern blaſt ſeemed ready 

to blow them away, and the rain. beat in their 
faces with the utmoſt violence. Auguſtus 

was obliged to ſtop ſeveral times from facigie 
and the weight of his lovely charge. Lunel 
| begged to have the felicite ſupreme of car- 
Tying Eloiſe ; but Auguſtus would not truſt 

| her o any one but Em At * wy : 
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came to a chaſm in the cliff, which was almoſt 
perpendicular, and covered with rough ſtones. 
Eloiſe was now almoſt ſenſeleſs, and Sir 
Auguſtus feared to venture carrying her 
down to the beach, leſt he ſhould ſlip from 
rhe uncertain hold of the rough ſtones which 
each moment gave way under his trembling 
| feet. There was no time for conſideration 
—poſlibly they were purſued that inſtant. 
He preſſed Eloiſe to his bolom, invoked 
ſafety from heaven, and telling Lunel to go 
fiſt, that he might be a ſupport in caſe he 
was near falling, he ſummoned reſolution, 
and in a few minutes was on the beach, 
about half a mile from the harbour. Lunel | 
then went back, and conducted Mr. Dor- 
rington with ſafety to the bottom of the 
cliff. Avrguſtus called aloud—the noiſe 
_ awakened Eloiſe from her ſtate of inſenſi- 
bility, and ſhe feared they were overtaken: 
Avguſtus aſſured her they were now quite 
fate, and telling her his love ſhould protect 


her vilt the Jafl moment ol his life, he com- 


mitted her to the care of Dorrington, and 
OT e , went 
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went in ſearch of the boatmen. He again 
called aloud ; the echo ſung along the ſhore, 


and ſhortly after it was anſwered by a voice, 


like Stentor's, exclaiming ncus voici. Eloiſe 


ſtarted when ſhe heard the hoarſe reſound- 
ing clang in treble voices ay along the 


cliff 


In a few minutes Auguſtus returned, and 
again bore her in his arms along the ſhore. 


The veſſel, which was only a fiſhing-ſmack, 


could not come within ſeveral yards of the 
ſhore for the ſmall ſpiky rocks, and the roll- 
ing ſhingles which cover that coaſt. The 
waves almoſt daſhed them backwards as 
they endeavoured to get to the boat, and they 
were conſiderably above their waiſts in water: 
Sir Auguſtus endeavoured to keep Eloiſe 


from the tempeſtuous waves, but they broke 


ſeveral times over her; and he feared every 
inſtant that from the rocks, which from ſea 


weed and marine plants were almoſt like 
ſheets of ice, he ſhould flip down. © Allens,” 
i laid one c of the men, hearing the clock ſtrike 
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three, © nous ſerons pourſuivi, if we do not 


make haſte, morning will ſoon break in the 
Eaſt. - Auguſtus ſupported his Eloiſe with 


one arm, and with his other hand drew the 
boat towards him, and in a few minutes 
the whole party was ſtowed in the moe 


veſſcl. 


They now put to ſea: the waves like 


mountains wafted them on their ſummits, 


and the next inſtant they ſeemed almoſt ſunk 
deneath the waters; and the ſurge, as it 

daſhed againſt the ſides of the boat, threw 
irs white ſpray over them, and ſoon rendered | 


f hem completely wet through. 


Sir Auguſtus compared this voyage with 


the calm one he had accompanied Eloiſe in 
from Montpellier to Marſcelles; and he 
could not help fancying that the elements 

were in uniſon with the canvulſed ſtate of 


the country they had juſt left; and the dark 
clouds that enveloped the ſky ſeemed to por- 
tend . fatal . to chem. 
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The motion of the boat ſoon made Eloiſe 
extremely ſick. Auguſtus ſupported her as 
ſhe lay dead to every object around her, and 


endeavoured to defend her from the rude 


daſhing of the waves. 


Towards morning the wind abated, and 


the ocean was more calm. The ſun roſe in 


full ſplendor, and reflected his enlivening 


beams on the ſoft boſom of the wave; yet 
the wind was not fair, and they heat about till 


ten o'clock, when it ſhifted South-eaſt, and 


they ſoon got within the pier at Dover. 


Eloiſe was conveyed to Mariee's hotel 
in a Carriage, as ſhe was unable to walk; 


and Sir Auguſtus, after paying the men 

handſomely for their boat, followed with 

| Dorrington. When they got there, they 

found Eloiſe juſt arrived, but from ſea-ſicknefs 
was very much indiſpoſed. Auguſtus inſiſted 
on her taking ſome hot wine, and then retire 

to bed, which ſhe was happy to do, for her 

head was giddy, and with the roughneſs of 
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the fon her cloaths were dripping with wet. 
The chamber- maid ſoon attended her to 
bed; and Sir Auguſtus fat down and wrote 


an account to his mother of his ſafe arrival, 


and ſlightly told the adventures he had met 
with. He then diſpatched Lunel poſt to 

Beſborough ; in the mean time Dorring- = 
tdn retired to bed. _ 


The happineſs of Sir Auguſtus now knew 
no bounds. His Eloiſe reſtored to him, and 
on thoſe terms which his haughty father, had 
he been alive, would have rejoiced to have 
witneſſed his union with her. Theſe were 
reſlections ſo pleaſing, that he thought them 
preferable to reſt; and he ſpent the * in 
reveries of happineſs. 


<a times he went to liſten at Eloiſe's | 
door, and by the ſtillneſs that reigned 1 in the 
chamber he Fg ſhe was aller. 


bs the evening her bell rang, i he rapt - 
Golly at the door to Inquire how ſhe did, and 
heard 


* rr 
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heard from her own lips that ſhe was better, 


but begged him to fend the maid to aſſiſt her 


in dreſſing. 


He then went in ſearch of Dorrington, 
whom he found juſt riſen, and entirely reco- 
vered from the diſagreeable effects of his 


voyage. 


Again Eloiſc's bell rang a and the impa- 


tience, which was the only teak cloud on the 
bright ſunſhine of Sir Auguſtus's character, 
was never fo much rouſed as in the cauſe of 


his adored Eloiſe, and he deſcended, with 


ſome degree of impetuoſity, to the landlady, 
to inquire for the chambermaid to attend 
Eloiſe, when, upon his application to the 
landlady why ſhe was not immediately ſent? 
ſhe exclaimed, N 
„Lord, Sir, (making 2 low coarich) I 
5 beg your pardon, but we have ſo many qua- 
lity folks in the houſe, that I believe all the 
wenchs' brains are turned, and the one that 

| ſhould have attended your lady is worſe than 
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the reſt, with her curls, and her kicks, and 


is bedizening herſelf now, I ſuppoſe, tn 
wait on the handſome officer who is juſt 
arrived with the French gentry, though he 
has hardly a coat to his back.” 


Miſery in any ſhape had always ſuch a 
claim on the benevolent heart of Sir Au- 


guſtus, that, after ſeeing Eloiſe properly at- 


tended, he deſired one of the waiters to let 
the officer know he ſhould be happy to wait 


on him, ſuppoſing that both his conſolation 


and his purſe would be acceptable. 


Ike anſwer was what might be ſuppoſed 
from one gentleman to another; and, on the 
waiter's opening the door of the room to 


which he conducted him, he was accoſted by 
an officer, who, as the landlady had juſtly 


ſaid, had ſcarcely a coat to his back, but in 
whom he immediately recollected the elegant 


Captain Fielding ; and on his turning round 


ia the next minute to introduce him to two 
ou * 
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ladies under his protection, what was his joy 
on beholding Mrs. and Mits Melvin! In- 


ſtead of expreſſing the pleaſure he did feel, 


he was ſurpriſed to ſee them all as filent as 
if they were planet-ſtruck ; and in order to 


give a turn to a circumſtance which he ima- 


gined proceeded from the miſery of their 
late ſituation, he told them he had a belle 
 francaiſe up ſtairs, whom they would, he was 


ſure, rejoice to ſee; and, added he, leaving 


the room, © I will go and prepare her for the 
happineſs that awaits her,” 


And while they os at their pity 


of the fate he had to learn of one ſo loved 
az Eloiſe, and from which had proceeded 


their woe-begone countenances in meeting 
him, he returned, leading in our heroine, : 


and followed by n 


It is * impoſſible to paint their aſto- 

niſnment as their joy on meeting with one 
whom they had lamented, as ſuppoſing ſhe 
ET had luffered the fate of many other unfor- 
„  kunate 
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| tunate people. Thus meeting with friends 
whom each ſuppoſed they ſhould never again | 
ſee, gave addition to their happineſs; and | 
they ſpent the evening together in mu.ual 
confidence and joy. 5 


CHAP. 


= bourg, as Mrs. and Miſs Melvin and Capt. 
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CHAP. un. 


. W. HE N Eloiſe left the Abbaye at Boul- 


Fielding ſuppoſed to meet her doom from 
the guillotine, they paſſed each ſad minute 
between ſorrow for her, and apprehenſion of 
what might be their fate; and after ſome 
days, Captain Fielding ſeeing his fair friends 
e e 8 
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ſo miſcradle, and who knew every ſecret 
avenue of the Abbayẽ, from his having ob- 


ſerved them before his laſt eſcape, entreated 
them to put themſelves under his proteCtion, 


and endeavour to leave the priſon. 


At any other time they would have ſeen 
the numerous dangers attending ſuch a 
ſcheme; but on one fide they beheld per- 


petual — or on the other imme- | 


diate . 


. Ie was on that day when the guards were 


celebrating in rioting and drunkenneſs, an 
event which muſt give ſorrow to every feel- 


ing boſom, namely, the death of the unfor- 


tunate Marie Antoinette, who had been 
guillotined two days before that Captain 


Fielding led Mrs. Melvin and her daughter 
from their confinement, without being diſ- 

covered by the guards, who were inebriated 
to a ſtate of inſenſibility. Mrs. Melvin was 


| ſo weak, from illneſs, that ſhe could not 


walk, and c Fielding bore — 5 
: the | 
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the night many miles in his arms. At break 


of day they found themſelves in a wood; 


and when once the ſun again ſunk to reſt, 
they purſued their journey, and the next 
morning arrived at Ypres, where Captain 


Fielding inquired for his father, and heard 


that he was returned to England with a party 
of the wounded from Dunkirk. He how- 


ever met with a friend who ſupplied him 


with money ſufficient to get to England; 


and in a gun-boat he had arrived from 
Oſtend three hours after Sir Auguſtus and 


his party. 


. . Eloiſe was extremely impatient to get to 
Beſborough, and wiſhed to ſet off the next 
morning; but Sir Auguſtus, from nice atten- 


tion to every turn of her beautiful counte- 


nance, diſcovered ſhe was ſtill in too languid 
| a ſtate to commence ſuch a journey, and he 
ſtrenuouſly oppoſed her ſetting off till ſhe 
- had reſted another day at Dover. : 


- 
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The intervening time was ſpent in happi- 


neſs, which was enhanced by the coptratt 


they had lately ſuffered. And the next morn- 
Ing Mrs. and Miſs Melvin, Eloiſe, and Mr. 
Dorrington, {et off in a poſt- coach and four, 
and the two young heroes followed in a poſt- 
chaiſe, and in the evening arrived in Lon- 
don. | 


The next day Captain Fielding was obli- 
ged to tear himſelf away from Miſs Melvin 


and the reſt of this charming ſociety, to go to 


his father and only ſiſter, who were then at 


their cſtate in Hertfordſhire ; but before he 
went, Auguttus inſiſted on his foon coming 


to Beſborough. The Captain tkanked him, 


and caſting a foft look at Miſs Melvin, pro- : 
miſed to purſue his happineſs the firſt minute 


he was at liberty, and then bid them adieu. 


Sir Auguſtus inſiſted on Mrs. and Miſs 


Melvin's accompanying Eloiſe to Beſbo- 
rough; and it was preſſed ſo i\-enuouſly by 
 Floiſe, by a look of entreaty, from motives 


1 
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of delicacy as well as pleaſure, that ſhe might 

not again be left alone with the two gentle- 
men, and which nothing would have per- 


ſuaded her to have done but the deſperate 
| fituation ſhe was in, that they complied ; 
| and the three ladies, with Mr. Dorrington, 
| again were ſeated in the coach, when Sir 
Auguſtus, with a mournful countenance, 
| aſked if no fair lady would take pity on his 
| ſolitude, and accompany him in his poſt- 
chaiſe? A neganve was by each put to this 
Invitation. © Then poſitively,” ſaid he,“ if 
you are all fo cruel as not to ride with me, I 
will accompany you.” And ſeeing that 
Eloiſe's eyes ſparkled with pleaſure, he threw 
the poſtillions that were to have driven him 
a crown piece, jumped into the coach, and 
ſeated himſelf between Eloiſe and Miſs 
Melvin. 9 5 „ 
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Four poſt-horſes made their journey appear 
a ſhort one, and the evening of the following 


day 
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day Sip were within ſight of the white 


turrets of Beſborough: 


Eloiſe's emotion was fo great, that Sir 
Auguſtus feared ſhe would faint, till he re- 
_ preſented the diſtreſs of Lady Caſtle Fern, 
on ſeeing her ſo agitated ; when the carriage 
was ſuddenly ſtopped, and old Anthony effec- 
ted more than arguments or a bottle of Eau 
de Luce could have done in rouſing Eloiſe : 
for though Sir Auguſtus was furiouſly or- 
dering the poſtillions to drive on, Anthony 
would not open the gate till he had put his 
happy face in at the coach window to wel- 
come Eloiſe, and to inquire if his prog 
noſtics had not Proved true. 


He then threw open the gate with a loud 
huzza! and a few minutes brought them to 
the great door of the hall, where ſtood honeſt 

William ready to let down the ſtep, and 


wi tears of | 50% * welcomed their 
ED return. | 


The | 
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The hall was lined with ſervants, who all 
ſeemed inſpired with the happineſs of the 
moment; among the foremoit was Mrs. 


| Bridget, who, as uſual, touched a diſcordant 


ſtring, and exclaimed, © Lord ! why if here 
e'ent Miſs Eloiſe returned, but where's 
Fidele?“ 


Eloiſe in her joy forgot her weakneſs, and, 
in ſhort, forgot at this minute that there 


exiſted another perſon beſides Lady Caſtle 
Fern; and tripping by the butler, who was 


going up ſtairs to announce them, ſhe flew 


into the roſe-wood drawing-room, and the 


next minute was in the arms of her revered 


benefactreſs: their ſpeech was ſuſpended for 

ſome minutes by their exceſs of joy, till Sir 
Auguſtus, who had followed Eloiſe with Mrs. 
and Miſs Melvin and Mr. Dorrington, and 
| who feared that ſuch a ſcene might be detri- 
mental to her health, attempted, by intro- 
ducing their gueſts, ro make e's congratu- 

| lations general. 


. 
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The next perſon who claimed the atten- 


tion of Auguſtus was his beloved tutor, who 
had gone up to one of the turrets which 


commanded a view of many miles round, 
and from which he hoped to ſee them ſome 


time before they arrived, that he might pre- 


pare Lady Caſtle Fern for the joy, but it was 
lot for ſome time that he remembered that 


he was in the contrary turiet to that which 
commanded the view of the road which the 


party would come, and he was juſt croſſing 
he gallery to repair his miſtake, when tlie 
ghits paſſing up the great ſtair- caſe convin- 
cel him that as uſua} le was too late. 


T heir mranſoorts of ſudden oy now gra- 
dually ſubſided into tranguit happinels, and 


Lady Caſtle Ferna obſerved that the party 


all ſcemed to want reſt ; and after an carly 


ſupper, they retired to their chambers for 
the nicht. 


With what fincere pleaſure did Eloiſe re- 


view her's. The: window of her dreſſing- 


rom 
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room, where her miſery had conjured the 
waving trees that ſhaded it into the plaintive 
note of her deſtiny: now, as they gentiy 


waved to the ſolſt murmuring breeze, they 


ſeemed to proclaim to the livid rays that 
gilded them her happineſs and joy. How 
cxquiſite were her ſenſations as ſhe examined 
every part of the furniture—The old- 
fathivacd bed, the heavy windorw-ihutters, 
joined with the voice of Mrs, Bridget, ſeemed 
all to viſit her mind in the airy form of hap- 
pineſs and delight. 


The next morning, when the enlivening 


beams of the ſun played on the diſtant hills, 
Eloiſe awoke, to a ſenſe of that happineſs 
which had only been ſhut from her mind by 


the ſoft illuſions of fancy and oblivion ; and 


finding herſelf refreſhed, ſhe aroſe and dreſſed 

| herſelf. On looking in her drawers, ſhe 
found the payeſanne dreſs ſhe brought with 
her from Montpellier, and in which ſhe had 
been drawn: in this ſhe dreſſed herſelf, as 
having no other, The roles, which mi: ery 
5 1 and 
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and f:kneſs had chaſtened from her cheeks, 
now again began to enliven her countenance, 
and ſhe ſeemed each moment to revive.— 


She deſcended to the breakfaſt parlor, which 


was empty, and ſhe went into the park. 
The freſh air as it blew around ſeemed to 


renovate her with health; her eyes wandered 


alternately to the park and the wood, while 
ſhe ſeemed, in each ſcep ſhe took, to meet 
ſome dear friend; ever ry tree, which ſo lately 
was the object of fond regret, now ſeemed 
to bring additional happineſs; the birds, as 
they chanted among the thin covert of the 


remaining ſallow leaves, appeared each to 
bail her return. 


Aſter ſome time, the was joined by Sir 


 Avguſtus, who was delighted to ſee her 
countenance ſo much altered for the better ; 
and he then renewed the profeſſions of love 
which he had fo often done unſueceſsfully, 
when duty and gratitude forbid their union, 
but now theſe barriers were done away. 
Eloiſe gave him the hand which would have 


accompanied ; 
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accompanied her heart long ago, had ſhe 
conſulted her own happineſs. 


When they returned to the breakfaſt par- 
lour, they found a happy party waiting for them. 
And after a meal, where much pleaſure 
reigned, Eloiſe retired with Lady Caſtle Fern 
to her dreſſing room, where ſhe entreated her 
to make her ſon happy, and in viewing the 

union of her dear children to gild her latter 
days with peace and contentment. 
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CHAP, VIII. 


6 Fortn] igt had now cl WO fince e Eloiſe 8 
return to Beſberough; and each hour Aucuſ- 
tu became more importunate than the laſt 
for her, to name a day for his happineſs. 


This ſhe forbore to do, in (hopes that 
me to the 
caltle, 


Captain Fielding, when he c. 


r ee ee nes had 


| 
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le would prevail on Miss PERL to be- 
come his bride on the ſame day. 


The weather was now remarkably fine and 


| froſty, and the young party ſpent their morn- 
ings in rambles, and their evenings in muſic, 
while the elder party, with Mr. Edmonds, 


who rubbed his hands at the thoughts of the 
wedding-dinner, formed a party quarre at 
cards. 


It was on a fine morning, when they were 
all admiring the beautiful effect of the ſun on 


a cavern, as it thawed the ice around it, while 


the lumps of ſpar in glittering colours daz- 


zled the eye, that 2 letter was delivered to 


Sir Auguſtus : it was from Captain Fielding, 
who informed him that the letter would only 


precede him and his ſiſter a few hours. His 


father, he ſaid, was confined with the gout, 
but he hoped that his ſiſter would ſerve as 
proxy; and he truſted to the united efforts 
: of Sir Auguſtus and Eloiſe to prevail on his 
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divinity to give him her hand the fame day 
they were to be united. 


Auguſtus vowed he was a very bad pleader 


in any cauſe but his own, but he Knew one 


who never entreated in vain; and, therefore 


ſud, he ſhould return to the caſtle, and let 


Lady Cattle Fern and Mrs. Melvin know 
who they were to expect, while he hoped 
Eloife would plead fuccelsfully ; but he en- 
treated tliein to remember the fulpenſe he 
was kept in, and that they would not name 
a diſtant time for the completion of his 
happineſs. 


Eloiſe then entreated Mit Melvin to ac- 
1 cede to Captain Fielding's wiſhes, and ſo 
far ſucceeded, that when he came, wlich 
was ju{t before dinner, ſhe preſented her hand 


to him, which he received with tranſport. 


The ladies marriage-ſettlements proved 
the generoſity of Captain Fielding and Mr. 


Dorrington: the latter inſiſted on his own 
terms 


{cond time to his boſom, and inſenſibly ſhe 
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terms for Eloiſe, likewiſe difpatched Mrs. 
Bridget to London for the wedding cloaths for 
his adopted child; a ſervice which of all | 
others delighted her, as it was an opportu- 
nity for her again to viſit the metropolis, 


and likewiſe to tell all her ſiſter Abigails of 
the latt new faſhions. 


Mits Fielding, who came with her bro- 
ther, was a pretty little cherry-cheeked girl, ö 
about eighteen, extremely lively and good- ; 
kumoured, and the reverſe of her brother in 
every thing, though not leſs agreeable. She 
eftcemed her brother, ſne admired Sir Au- 
guſtus, but ſhe loved Mr. Wharton; and 
fuch vagaries does the treacherous Cupid 
play, that, though as different from Eloiſe 
as the was to her brother, Mr. Wharton 
could not behold her ſparkling eyes with 
inlifference, and his natural indolence pre- 
vcnted him from rouſing himſelf from im- 
preſſions which might bring unhappineſs a 
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became as neceſſary to his peace as he was 
to her 's. 


A week had elapſed ſince Mrs. Bridget 
left the caſtle, and ſne now returned, laden 
with a variety of apparel, all equally ele- 
gant and ſimple. 


Eloiſe's gratitude was too great to be ex- 
preſſed by words to Mr. Dorrington for his 
generoſity: how much greater was it when, 
on the night before ſhe was to become the 
wife of Sir Auguſtus, he preſented her with 
a ſet of jewels which had been his mother's. 
She could. only expreſs her gratitude and af- 
feclion by her looks, which were thoſe of a 
fond and dutiful child to a parent, and in 
which light ſhe ſaw Dorrington. And with 
a a variety of emotions of love, gratitude, and 

, happineſs, ſhe retired to her bed. 


A bright 3 web as 1 in a hy froſty | 

morning, peeped in between the curtains and 
_ axoke her from her om picaling ſlumbers. 7 
She 
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She aroſe, with a heart burſting with grati- 
tude to heaven, and ſhe, with fervor, pe- 
titioned a continuation of her happineſs, 
which, like all bleflings, Tong withheld, is 
fully enjoyed. 


Mrs. Bridget, with a face beſet with ſmiles, 
as if ſhe, inſtead of Eloiſe, was the bride, 
deſired to have the honor of dreſſing her. 
While yet ſhe was aſking this favor, the lively 
Miſs Fielding ſkipped into the room, already 
| habited in her neat white gown and pale 
pink ribbons, and inſiſted on performing 
that office which ſhe had juſt finiſhed for bat - 
future ſiſter. 5 


Eloife 823 ſhe hoped ſoon to have the 
pleaſure of adorning her on the like occa- 
ſion, for you know the old ſaying, of attend- 
ing a a wedding,” &c. 


Miſs Fielding ſighed and bluſhed; but 
remember; — that L Allegro was more be 
coming 


* 
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coming to her than Il penſeroſo, ſhe imme- 
diately reſumed her vivacity. 


At half paſt nire the two brides made 
their appearance in the breakfaſt room— 


their faces decked in {miles and beauteous 
bluſhes. 


Eloiſe was dreſſed in a white cottage robe, 
| ſuch as ſhe had worn in Italy, with a veſt of 
white ſattin, a ſmall white chip bonnet, with 
a lace veil; and 


« On her white breaſt a ſparkling croſs ſhe w ore, 
a Which Jews might 8 and Infidels adore,” 


The party were all aſſembled: A 
aroſe and led her to a ſeat. Breakfaſt paſſed 

in ſilence, and no one ſeemed to eat each 
boſom was too full of happineſs for any other 
5 conſideration to enter. 


= At length the carriages drew up to the 


dcor. Avguſtus, looking as he did when 


the fuſt knew * hacks nn . 


. 
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and happy, took her trembling hand and led 


her to the coach, while the other ladies fol- 
lowed. 


The lodge gate was thrown open by old 
Anthony, who, with bleſſings, followed thera 


till hey arrived at the W of the chalky 
hill. 


The gentlemen followed in another car- 
Triage and met them at the church door, and 

led them to the altar, where Mr. Edmonds 
| waited to perform the ceremony. Sir Au- 
guſtus wiſhed Mr. Wharton to have of- 
ficiated, but, from a motive of delicacy, 
recollecting the affection he once bore Eloiſe, 25 
he forbore to alk it. 


After receiving the bleſſing of the two 
fond mothers, the happy group returned to 


their carriages, where they found the horſes 
all relied 1 in | white favors. : 


The 
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The bells ſtruck up their ſoft peals ; and 
as their melod.cus found chimed in union 
with their happines, the 1 bride of 
Caſtle Fern felt her hc mount to heaven 
with enthuſiaſtic ardor in thanks for her 


happineſs. 


The door of the church was O crowded 
by the peaſantry, that ic was with difficulty 
they could get to the coach. Each with a 
boaugzh of laurel and a white cockade in their 
hats implored bleflings on them. Among the 

foremoſt of whom was honeſt William the 
groom, who was mounted on title Sprigatly, 
covered with white ribb ons, and who, like 2 
Squire, rode his Dranc ing Reed by the fide 
of the Carriage. 


When the happy Sir Auguſtus and Lady 
Caſtle Fern arrived at the lodge, they put 
out their heads to look for old Anthony, 
and there he was, dreſſed in a ſuit of mo- 
rone colour, with a hat which, like a May- 
8 e e Cote: 


PW v 


* 
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day girl's, was covered with white ribbons, 


kt off his face. 


cc God bleſs your honor and your ſpoule,” 
ſaid he, ſkipping with joy, © did not I tell 
you), Sir Auguſtus, I ſhould ſee this day 8 


mark old Anthony's words, and be ſure 


they'il come true. Well, to be ſure,“ faid 


he, looking at the young Lady Caſtle Fern, 


Main beautiful! ſuch a fine couple there 


a'nt within a hundred miles.“ 


The reſt of Anthony's chborue ſpeech 


evaporated in arr, for the carriage drove 


through the gate-way, over which he had 


erected a triumphal arch of laurel and ivy. | 
* here ſtood lis two daughters, wao were 
ſimply dreſſed in white g gowns ald ftraw hats, 

with blue ribbuns ; ; they walked on each fide 


the verge: 1 _ at 15 cs 


lewis which Lacy carried in late batkers 


on their arm. 


When 
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When the party all arrived at the caſtle, 
Auęuſtus drew from his boſom the PO 
of his Eloiſe $ mother, 


« Now, my love,” faid he, kiſſing 

her hand, © ſince I poſſeſs the ſweet 
original, I have no longer a wiſh for the 
copy.“ 


How great was her aſtoniſhment and 
pleaſure at thus finding the long-loſt picture: | 
ſhe kiſſed it, and then committed it to her 
boſom. - = 


The ſurpriſe of Sir Auguſtus was equal to 
| her's, and he was obliged to ſtand the rail- 
lery from the party, for being ſo blind as to 

take the portrait of the mother for the 5 
daughter. . 


Dorrington turned away to conceal a tear 
awakened by fond remembrance of his 


Louiſa: this Sir Auguſtus obſerved, and 5 


; turned the diſcourſe, by begging Captain 
5 | Fan 5 


r 
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Fielding (who had promiſed to ſtay at Beſ- 
borough ſome time, and likewiſe the reſt of 


the party, when he, with his bride, meant to 


go into Hertfordſhire ; Dorrington intended 
to purchaſe a houſe near Beſborough, and 


Wharton hoped to take a wife to the parſon- 


age) to lead the way to the drawing-room, 
where was an elegant dejeune ſpread, and to 
which, with much happineſs, they all fat 
down, where at the bottom of the table was 
Mr. Edmonds ready to ſay grace, and to * 


honour to the repaſt. 


Auguſtus Sei his Louiſa that he 


never attended a breakfaſt with ſo much 
happineſs, though it wanted the zeſt given 


by her fair hands to the one at Montpellier; 
but his memory would ever cheriſh it with 


fondneſs and gratitude, as being on the day 


which witneſſed his happy union with the | 


| moſt amiable of women. 


Hor, then, - ends my taſk, wiſhing Sir 
Avguſtus and his gentle Eloiſe as much hap- 
| pinels ; 
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pineſs as their virtues deſerve, and which 
they will know how to enjoy, after ſuffering 
ſo much miſery and anxiety, 


And fo, gentle readers, wiſhing ye much 
entertainment from the peruſal- of theſe 
pages, I will finiſh with a qotation from my t 
favourite author, as being applicable to my 

hero and heroine. — 


For he who much has ſufer*d, mach will know, 
And pieas'd remembrance builds delight on woe.” 
e PoPz's ODYSSEY,» 


